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CHAPTER L

INTRODUCTION.—TO MY REVIEWERS.

IN the first place I thank you all very heartily.
You have given me some useful information and a
good deal of wholesome correction, You make me
regret that I did not present myself to the world in
my own name at twenty-five instead of seventy-five.
It has always been my nature to learn by sad
experience—that is, by chastisement, of one sort or .
another—for I am but a lump of clay, with as many
sides as I have fallen upon, and as many impressions
as I have suffered collisions.

But I must acquit myself of a burden. My
dear friends, I am ashamed of you. You had a
chance such as never fell to a reviewer before, and
not one of you discovered it. The head and front
of my offending in the matter of spelling was the
addition of the final ¢ to the name of the famous
Provost of Oriel. Certainly I ought not to have
added it. Sixty-three years ago he kindly put my
name down for admission to his college, and sixty
years ago he wrote to Dr. Russell, directing him to

VOL. L B



2 INTRODUCTION.

send me up at once for matriculation. But, for one
reason or another, his name has not occupied a very
prominent place in the world now for many years.
So my vagrant memory drifted lazily to the name
of the Devonshire hamlet, and to the story of the
famous stone said to give the name to the hamlet
and to the family. Copleston himself used to explain
that this was a coping-stone, or a stone surmounting
a gable. But it was hard to see how so ordinary
a feature could be the distinction of a place or of a
family. Prince, writing two centuries ago, described
the stone as a dolmen, twelve feet clear of the ground,
standing at the meeting of four parishes, where it
probably had stood long before the parishes were
constituted. I had also ringing in my ear a familiar
Devonshire rhyme— )

Crocker, Cruwys, and Coplestone
‘When the Conqueror came were found at home.

Now, as the rhyme does not stand on the consonants,
it can only stand on the sound of the vowel, which
implies a terminal e. In fact that has now long been
the spelling of the place, though I have to admit that
Prince going back many centuries does always spell
the.name Copleston.
‘ But to think of you all—yes, all of you, some
dozen doughty knights of the pen—not having found
and flung at my head the following passage in the
Memoir of the Bishop, by W. J. Copleston, published
by Parker, 1851. It occurs in a letter from one of
Copleston’s quondam pupils to the writer of the
memoir :—
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You will smile, I think, at the following characteristic trait
of a relative whose turn of mind you knew so well. A note
was delivered to your uncle while we were ¢ enucleating’ (as
an excellent friend and oZim socius, T——, used to style it) a

_ tough part of the ‘ Agamemnon.’ Having opened and perused.

the note, Mr. Copleston tossed it indignantly to me, pointing
to the direction—

¢ Now look there—as if that man, who ought to know better,
and has called here half a dozen times, could not recollect
that my name is Copleston, as you may see it over my door,
and that I was baptized Edward, which he must know also, or
might have found out.’

H. He indulges you, I see, sir, with two superfluous letters.

C. Yes—the Rev. Mr. Copplestone! Now, I cannot recom-
mend a better habit to a young man, like yourself, entering
the world in good society, than to ascertain the exact prefix,
spelling, and pronunciation of every man’s name with whom
you have intercourse—such, I mean, as he and his family
choose habitually to adopt. Depend upon it that people in
general infer a sort of dAtywpia from such lapses ; as if you took
such little interest in their identity, as to forget the minor
characteristics of it.

This I quote, indirectly, from a review of the
memoir in the ‘ Christian Remembrancer’ of January,
1852, to which my brother Arthur, who wrote the
review, has called my attention.

But once upbn my mis-spellings I must go on.
What a storm there was about my writing QOakley for
Oakeley! All the nine villages of the name are spelt
Oakley, and the suburban square is Oakley, and no
doubt the ¢ is an interpolation. Still I ought to have
known the right spelling, even after forty years. Itis
true that I have myself suffered much persecution in
the wanton mis-spelling of my own name half a dozen
different ways. The very last letter I had from

Ward, for five years my fellow-worker in the ¢ British
B2



4 INTRODUCTION.

Critic,’ and very frequent correspondent, lies before me,
spelling my name ‘ Mozely.” Did I quarrel with him?
No. I knew he was too ideal ever to be real. My
case could not easily be so bad as that of a departed
friend, whose right name was Lewellin, but who kept
in a portfolio more than a hundred various spellings
of his name actually received through the post.

But I think my mis-spelling of the well-known
and much loved Master of University raised the
greatest storm of indignant remonstrance. What,
not to know how to spell Plumptre! The very insuf-
ficient answer is that I had been living twelve years at
Plymtree, and had no acquaintance with the living
representatives of the Master at Oxford.

Then I have offended a whole college, and a ccllege
that thinks something of itself, by allowing myself to
be misled by the rules of pronunciation, and giving it
only two /’s in the course of three syllables. I took
.inadvertently the old spelling. In Hume I find it
John Baliol. In Ecton’s ¢ Thesaurus’ I find it Baliol
College. The rule certainly is that when a is pro-
nounced as in ‘ whale’ there must be only one /, and
when as in the first syllable of ¢ alligator,’ with two /’s.

My saddest case of mis-spelling, for such it is, I
do indeed deeply grieve, and can only plead ‘extenu-
ating circumstances’ Of course I ought to have
known how to designate Newman’s friend, Bowden,
and the pope he wrote a life of ; especially when I
was undertaking to enlighten the public on these
points. I had the names, in various connections, ly-
ing before me. Had I felta doubt, five minutes might
have settled the question. The true man was John
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W. Bowden, and he published a Life of Gregory VII.
I described him as Henry Boden, and his subject as
Gregory the Great. There could hardly be worse
blunders—at least in the eyes of those who happen to
be well acquainted with all the personages concerned.
I should think that no one of all Newman’s friends
was so dear to him as John W. Bowden.

Well, what have I to say for myself? I never
saw John W. Bowden but once in my life. I never
saw his brother, the true Henry Bowden, even once.
I am not sure that I ever saw. the outside of John
W. Bowden’s book, and am pretty sure that I never
read a page, or a line of it. The only time I saw
him was in a mile’s walk from Rose Bank to Oxford,
in Newman’s company. I could not but be struck
by the man, and remember him well. He was a very
fine figure, graceful rather than stately, very hand-
some, with a very expressive countenance, a melo-
dious voice, and a fluent utterance. It could be no
surprise that any one could become tenderly attached
to him. But this beautiful vision I saw and heard
once, and never again. .

Of course I ought to have known and remem-
bered what John W. Bowden did in his brief career.
I now find that, besides his share in ‘St. Bartholomew’s
Eve’ and the ¢ Life of Hildebrand,” he wrote four of the
‘Tracts for the Times,’ beginning with the fifth, on
the Constitution and History of the Church. I have
just now run through them. To those who have yet to
form an idea of a writer, who, as the fidus Aclates of
the Cardinal, must be an object of interest, I may say
that the tracts recall the man. They are very easy,



6 INTRODUCTION.

graceful, business-like pieces of workmanship ; but,
though they might possibly secure some young Evan-
gelical already on the move, I cannot think they
would bring over any dissenters. Such people object
to the doctrine, the discipline, and the secular associa-
tions of the Church, and J. W. Bowden leaves these
matters just where they were. He affects to start
from the mission of the Apostles, but really builds on.
the foundation of Constantine. However, I recom-
mend the four tracts, which read very musically, if
music could win souls.

John W. Bowden married into the family of a
great Northern baronet, and was absorbed into it.
An aristocratic connection is much admired and
much coveted, but it often ends in personal annihila-
tion. Inconsistency, too, even apparent inconsistency,
is a destructive process. There certainly was some-
thing incongruous in the admirer of Hildebrand, who

" was for putting his hook in the nose of every prince,

power, and potentate in the world, settling into the
appendage of a Northumbrian baronet’s household.

I have further to confess that a time came when
the name had a painful association, which did not
allow me to dwell on it. When I went to reside
in town in 1848—I forget whether J. W. Bowden
was still living —I think not—my wife, upon some en-
couragement, ventured to call on Mrs. Bowden, whom
she had met several times at Oxford, and who was
then residing either at or next door to Sir John
Swinburne. She was then invited to repeat her call at
lunch-time. She made several attempts without being
admitted. My own impression at the time was that
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nobody was likely to be admitted, unless stepping
from a brougham, with a footman in livery. I could
well have afforded this in those  days, and perhaps
ought to have done so, but I was spending all
my receipts on Cholderton Church, and on another
object equally romantic. However, the acquaintance
dropped, and so it appears did Bowden’s Christian
name from my memory.

In later years another solution has presented
itself. My wife never failed to express her opinions
candidly and plainly, and, judging by the result, I
think it likely Mrs. Bowden did the same, in the
opposite direction.

On looking over some old memoranda I see that
J.W.Bowden wrote an article on the ¢ Anglican Church
in the Mediterranean’ for the’ July number of the
¢ British Critic’ in 1841. I was then editor, but I have
lent and lost my own copy of that number forty years,
and I never again saw another copy till the other day-.

These are tricks of memory of which I have had
sad éxperience in my own case, and some too in
the case of others. I find that a doubt once established
never departs, There are words, not a few, which
I can never spell without reconsideration. Thisis a
small matter. But I find it the same in regard to
the various aspects of things, the judgments I have
deliberately formed upon persons and affairs, and the
recollections in which I have summed up passages of
my life. Does the mind revolve upon an axis? Does
it ebb and flow? Does it alternately swallow and
disgorge like the Maelstrom? The mind requires
rest and refreshment ; does it also require repair and
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restoration? What is the cure? To be right and
wrong alternate minutes is not a safe condition. I
do hope that when I next have to speak of John W.
Bowden, I shall not be on the Henry Boden tack, and
that I shall not be found dreaming of him that sent
Augustine to Canterbury. .

No mistake of mine made such a stir as my
supposed alliance between the Denisons and the house
of Rutland. One of my reviewers thought it an
intentional slight on both houses. The fact is I had
written Portland, and it was actually printed Portland.
I had had a momentary doubt, which a second thought
dispelled. But when, in a hurried revision, I saw
Portland in the proof, I said to myself, ¢ Oh, that’s
impossible. The Denisons can’t have married into
those Dutch people.” The truth is, correctors of the
press ought to have as few ideas as possible.

CHAPTER IL
TO MY REVIEWERS.

OF course I knew that Medley was Bishop of Frederic-
ton, and Field of Newfoundland. But when I cast my
eye across the Atlantic in search of Medley, Frederic-
ton modestly sidled into the background, leaving
Newfoundland in the front. I am really thankful for
the blunder, for it has brought me two pleasant letters
from Fredericton. But all Devonshire was speedily
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upon me, for Medley was long there, and proud are
they of him. Of Field I heard frequently at one
time, and I will take the opportunity to associate with
him a rather remarkable personage, who deserved
not to be forgotten.

T. Finch Hobday Bridge was my contemporary
at Charterhouse—a neat, compact, sprightly figure,
with a resolute expression, and a pair of bright,
black eyes. Russell had great hopes of him. His
figure stood out well from the rank. His readiness
and industry promised any career., - But his name was
down for Worcester College. On the other hand, a
gown-boy, whose name I need not give, for besides
being very dull he was exceedingly grotesque, was
shortly going to Christ Church. Russell bribed him,
or rather his friends, with an ‘exhibition’ to exchange
with . Bridge, who was soon my opposite neighbour
at Oxford, in one of the attics of Peckwater Quad.

Poor Bridge became too much of a favourite: he
was too much in society ; he found his work too easy,
and his course too clear. His looks soon showed
deterioration. He recovered himself in time to take a
¢ double second '—he could have taken a ‘double first.’
He went to Newfoundland, and Field made him his
archdeacon. I heard that he did most of the work
there. Field’s path was beset with difficulties, and
Bridge would undertake anything, and do it. The
Bishop called him his ‘ Iron Bridge,’ and the expres-
sion recalled the very look of his schoolboy days. I
met him once at a Founder’s Day. He was then the
most perfect figure of an ecclesiastic I had seen in this
country. Even in France or in Italy he would have
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commanded admiration. He had to work harder and
harder at his post. Fever came, and he did not shrink
from his duty. He took the fever and died, leaving a
family with very small means.

A year or two after, a lady, who wanted a girl to
educate with her only daughter, asked me to call in
the course of an afternoon. She told me I should
find four girls from the Clergy Orphan School—Is
that the right title of it?—sent for her to choose
from. She had already seen them, and had made up
her mind to choose one of two. The moment I
entered the drawing-room it was as if my old school-
fellow was before me, so close the resemblance in
figure, expression, and eyes. It was a complete sur-
prise, for the lady had not mentioned names, and I
had only heard incidentally some time before this that
Bridge had lefta family—of what consisting, or where,
I knew not. Another girl was prettier, but there
could be no doubt Edith Bridge was the stronger and
finer metal. She did her part, a trying one, well.
She was valued and loved. I think she is nowin a
sisterhood.

With regard to some of my errors and omissions,
to a certain neutrality where decision might have been
expected, and confusedness where order and accuracy
were most desirable, I have to remind my readers that
I only promised ¢ Reminiscences.” I was, in fact, the
first to sound the note of alarm. I offered the cue,
and my critics readily availed themselves of it. After
a form of my own, which I do not venture to commend
to general imitation, I am an honest man. My wife
and old servants could testify to their merriment when
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a possible purchaser came to examine a mare I
wished to part with, and after he had felt all the legs
and pronounced them sound, I called his attention to a
suspicious appearance in one of them. This is exactly
what I have done in this instance.

But 1did not think it necessary to call the reader’s
attention to the periods when, upon my own showing
I could only speak upon the information of others, and
with a second-hand authority. I stated particularly,
with names, dates, personal relations, and specified
opportunities, the claims I had to write and to be
read. Very excusably I did not call the reader’s
attention to the negative aspects of this statement.
Those aspects were plain enough. When I first be-
came acquainted with the Newmans there was a swarm
of little books of the Evangelical school flying and
settling all about them. I did warn the reader that
I had no acquaintance with the family before 1826,
though I might not invite him to suspect the accuracy
of my impression. '

That impression has been sharply attacked, I
know not when and where. The echoes only have
reached me. It is a point in which others have a
right to the last word, and I am content to leave it
with them. But I have to clear myself of levity. I
did not make my statement at random, or without
much consideration. I have the greatest regard and
affection for the memory of the lady whose name I
have, perhaps unwarrantably, brought forward. For
nearly three whole years before her death the ¢ Tracts
for the Times’ were coming out, and were the subject
of general conversation. She and her elder daughter,
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who was her double as much as a daughter can be of
a mother, had very strong objections to those tracts,
and they both expressed their objections very freely.
They liked neither the matter nor the tone of the
tracts. They were most explicit on the subject to
numerous callers, including some of Newman’s par-
ticular friends, indeed some of the writers, Long
before the appearance of the tracts, they had seemed
quite in accord with . Golightly, a frequent caller,
whose conversation always ran upon religious topics,
and who was then, what he remained always, a
decided, not to say extreme, Evangelical, showing
more sympathy for Puritans than for High Church-
men. .
Though I respected their sincerity and frankness,
I thought it a pity these ladies volunteered their
criticism under the circumstances. I often said to
myself, ¢ Why plant themselves so near Oxford, indeed
nearer and nearer, to come into possible collision with
the son? When, upon my marriage, I went to my
Wiltshire rectory, I took a large supply of the tracts
with me. - I very soon had to keep them out of sight,
and it was very rarely, indeed accidentally, that I
looked into them. They kept coming, but as fast as
they came I stowed them away. I did not venture to
distribute them. Had I .done so, my neighbours
would have discussed them with my wife, and it would
immediately have come out that we were not quite
at accord on some questions then at the front of the
religious controversy.

All this is a matter of notoriety. Fifteen years
ago, when I was at Rome, writing letters about the
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proceedings of the Council, I read in a Roman Catholic
newspaper published in London that such was the
peculiar malignity of my disposition that I had been
on the point of going over to Rome to spite one wife,
and was now attacking Rome to spite another.

What then was the root of this antipathy, this
antagonism, holding its'ground for two generations ?
Putting things together as well as I could, I did not
write that the mother was a Calvinist, but I explained
and refined to the utmost of my poor ability and
very slight theological information. I fear I gave
myself too much trouble about it, and got bewildered
accordingly. I said that the lady in question was ‘a
modified Calvinist’ It was an unfortunate expres-
sion, betraying uncertainty both as to the subject and
as to the predicate. To say the truth, I don’t know
what Calvinism is, and never yet met with any one
who could give a satisfactory definition of it. The
people who admire Calvin are always anxious to ex-
plain that they are not themselves Calvinists. The
lady I am speaking of was not a Laudian; I have
seen her described as an Arminian—but nobody,
not even Arminius himself, could say quite what
that meant. The Dutch divine has acquired a
celebrity far beyond his wishes, but he began with a
protest against the excesses of human presumption in
Divine matters, and, driven on by controversy and
persecution, he shewed rather the negative than the
positive side of his theological system, if he had
anything to call a system. I had no intention of
describing the lady as singular, or ‘sectarian,’ or of a
definite school. Nor could I say simply that hers
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was ‘the religion of a lady,’ as people talk of ¢the
religion of a gentleman.’

From a diary in 1831 I find the ladies were read-
ing Tillotson; but the very same entry mentions
Baxter, so not much is to be inferred from that. I
believe the real question is, what were the prevalent
religious views in the city of London in the first
years of this century ? Yet there is still another
account of the matter, which is probably in most
cases the true one. The sweet religion of nature
prevails between parents and children. The relation
itself, and its various emergencies, suggest a sound
faith and a salutary discipline sufficient for the occa-
sion. Fathers and mothers must be divinities till they
have forfeited the character, or till the believing eyes
of children are unhappily opened and they are driven
out of their little paradise.

I have given a confused account of the starting
of the ¢ Tracts for the Times,’ and of the ‘Hadleigh
Conference” The truth is I was at the time very
closely engaged in my duties and undertakings at my
Northamptonshire parish, seldom leaving home for a
day ; and the tracts, as also the story of the ¢ Confer-
ence, and succeeding conferences, came to me after
date. I often saw it stated, or implied, that Newman
had been at the Conference, but I found it difficult to
conceive it, or to reconcile it with his own distinct

.course. As my readers now probably know, he was
not cne of the very small party assembled at Had-
leigh. They were Rose, Mr. William Palmer, of
Worcester College, Froude, and Perceval. The first of
these had sufficient goodness and genius to meet new
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and great emergencies, had it pleased God to spare
him. Upon Froude I am forbidden to speculate.
Ostendent terris hunc tantum fata, neque ultra
Esse sinent.

But to any one who reads Sir W. Palmer’s story of
the Oxford Movement in the ‘ Contemporary Review,’
or the ¢Catechism of Church Principles’ which it
was Mr. Perceval’s one idea to force on the Church of
England, it will be quite clear that the former was
prepared to employ all the physical force of England

‘to sweep Ireland clean of Popery, and the latter

equally prepared, in like fashion, to purge England of
Dissent. Their only notion of a movement was a
proclamation of war, and I must do them both the
justice to believe that they had the courage of their
opinions. V

Unless my memory is very much indeed at fault,
I feel sure that one of Sir W. Palmer’s statements is
calculated to give a very wrong impression. He
says :(—

The publication of my ¢ Origines Liturgicae ’ had the gratify-
ing result of introducing me to the acquaintance, amongst
others, of Newman, who was then reputed to be one of the
most rising men in Oxford, and also to the acquaintance of
Froude, whose reputation as a scholar and a man ‘of genius

stood very high. Both were Fellows and Tutors of Oriel
College.

Sir W. Palmer adds that the acquaintance had no
time to ripen, as just when it was likely to increase
Newman and Froude went to the Mediterranean.

The word ‘publication’ here surely includes the
preparation, the search, and collection of materials, as
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well as the actual composition, extending over four
years. I repeat, unless I have been dreaming, I met
Palmer frequently at Oriel, in Newman’s company,
in 1829, 1830, 1831 ; and upon these occasions there
was always some talk upon the work he was engaged
in. Nor are Sir W. Palmer’s own expressions con-
sistent with the date of actual publication. Newman
might have been called a ‘rising man’ in 1829, and
he was still Tutor—as too was Froude—but any one
familiar with the character and position of Newman
and Froude in 1832, would smile at Sir W. Palmer’s
description of them as applied to that date.

CHAPTER IIL
CONFLICTING RECOLLECTIONS.

AFTER having myself made so great a mistake as to
imagine Sir W. Palmer, whom I had never known by
that title, to be no longer in the flesh in 1882, I am
hardly in a position to criticise his accuracy. 1 feel,
however, bound to anticipate the possible and indeed
reasonable suggestion that his dates, orders of se-
quence, and measures of significance in his ¢ Narrative
of Events,’ 1883, are occasionally at variance with
mine. The variance is sometimes great, and to me
unaccountable ; but certainly not owing to faulty
memory on my part, or careless writing.

Not a few of Sir William’s statements are quite
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at variance with my recollections, and incredible to
my conceptions. Among other startling assertions,
he claims to have brought about the suspension of
the ¢ British Critic,” and so delivered the Church of
England from a plague. Had he added that it was
he who built Cholderton Church, I could not have been
more surprised. Perhaps Sir W, Palmer’s statement
might be interpreted to mean that, upon my resigna-
tion of the editorship, he was consulted by Rivington,
who had published for him two important works,
and that his advice was to discontinue the periodical.
He does not, however, say this straight, so what he
does say is only half a revelation, that is, a mystery.
His reticence has suggested to me the possibility of
Rivington having offered him the editorship, and of
his having declined it, which certainly would have
been his wisest course. :
Since writing the above I have seen, in the proof,
a letter of my brother James of the date, while pass-
ing through the press. He states that, in December
1843, Palmer had just asked him to contribute to the
¢ British Critic,” of which he was now to be editor.
The subjects suggested were not such as my brother
James, or the English world, were likely to care
much about. They would take some time, and could
not be expected by New Year’s Day. I am not
in a position to say why Palmer made the offer, or
why my brother declined it, though I should have
been surprised if he had accepted. As I cannot
explain the fact I will not comment on it; I only
substitute it for the very wide statement that it was
Sir W. Palmer who extinguished the ¢ British Critic.’
VOL. L C
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If any one had a taste for the employment he
could make a curious and instructive collection of the
mistakes made by considerable writers, whose names
would suffer no disparagement by a few trifling deduc-
tions. According to their bent, or to the exigencies
of their work, historians either run into details, or
dress up pictures of events or of men, or generalise ;
and in any case they easily slip off the lines of pro-
portion, congruity, and truth.

Few people, indeed, except those who have to
criticise and to be criticised, can have any notion of
the immense number of errors as to names, dates, and
other particulars, current in literature, and passing
wholly unquestioned. They do not often signify much :
the argument or the narrative runs the same. When
the writer himself does not think it worth while to cast
his eyes on the printed page before him, he generally
takes a true estimate of the accuracy required. I
have stated, for example, that by walking up our own
street at Derby in 1817 I might have seen three men
beheaded for high treason. Several histories say
there were only two, and one of the minor Quarter-
lies of 1883 puts the trial and execution at York.
What matters it now ?

I venture to give a more serious instance of
inaccuracy from one of the most painstaking and
conscientious writers of our times, the late Dean of
Westminster. In his most interesting ¢Historical
Memorials of Westminster Abbey,” second edition,
page 243, we read :—

In St. Edmund’s Chapel lies Nicholas Monk, the honest
clergyman, who undertook the journey to Scotland to broach



SLIPS OF HISTORIANS. 19

the first design of the Restoration to his brother the General, for
whom he had always had ¢a brotherly affection,” but who was
sent back, with ‘such infinite reproaches, and many oaths, that
the poor man was glad when he was gone, and never had the
courage after to undertake the like employment.’ His services,
however, were not forgotten, and he was raised to the See of
Hereford, and, dying immediately afterwards, was buried in the
Abbey.

No doubt the General did use some very rough
language upon finding that his brother had disclosed
his errand to his own Episcopalian chaplain, Dr.
Price. He went so far as to say that he was bound
to hang anybody that went into his camp and talked
of a restoration. But Nicholas Monk, with his
daughter, remained two months at Dalkeith Palace
on the most affectionate terms with the General, who
then dismissed them with ¢ a very particular kindness.’

But the General did more: he gave Nicholas two
very critical and difficult missions, and Nicholas under-
took and discharged both with great promptitude, and
with most important results. Immediately on his
arrival at London he went to Sir John Granville, and
told him the General could have nothing to say to any
communication from Charles ; but at the same time
stated that there had been matters between himself
and the General, upon which he and others had been
sworn to secrecy.

From Sir John Granville, Nicholas Monk went
straightway to Commissary Clarges, the General’s re-
presentative in town, and communicated to him the as-
surance,which he was to transmit to Speaker Lenthall,
that the General would support Parliament against the

military faction. In a very few hours this message
c2
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set in motion the train of events leading by necessary
consequence to the Restoration. Parliament instantly,
and most rashly, as it seemed, declared its independ-
ence, and so defied the army, against which it had
no protection at hand but some ill-officered guards.
Lambert, with equal rashness, surrounded the guards,
and turned back the members as they were coming to
the House. This was all General Monk wanted, and,
as soon as he could make the requisite preparation, he
crossed the Tweed, and, without the shedding of a drop
of blood, restored the Crown.

The late Dean’s account of the matter is from
Clarendon, and, as the historian wrote it very soon
after the Restoration, it might be supposed reliable.
But the truth was Clarendon hated Monk and all his
belongings. He had tried hard to make Monk his
tool, on the speculation of the tool running all the
risks of failure, and being thrown away in the case of
success. Monk had seen through and through him—
his back and his front at once, so to speak—and the
result was Clarendon himself was thrown overboard.
He was in exile when he wrote the few and hasty
words quoted by Dean Stanley. I cannot but suspect
that if it had been a philosopher, a statesman, or
a man of letters, instead of a simple country parson,
the Dean would have given a little more time and
thought to the Rector of Plymtree, whose dust is
now commingled with that of the Plantagenets in
Westminster Abbey.
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CHAPTER 1IV.
PUSEY’S SERMON ON SIN AFTER BAPTISM.

IN my remarks upon this famous sermon, chap. xciv.,
I say, ‘I have not read the sermon, nor have I read
the explanatory “ Tract for the Times” on the subject.
I have only my recollections.” In the next page I
relate at some length the incident of Samuel Wilber-
force coming up suddenly, about a fortnight after the
sermon, to ask for an explanation, presenting himself
for that purpose, not to Pusey, but to Newman, and
after another fortnight making a public and very
energetic protest against Pusey’s sermon, and the
teaching supposed to be associated with it. About
two months after the publication of the ‘Reminis-
cences’ I was surprised and, I may add, gratified by
receiving the following :—

South Hermitage, Ascot Priory, Bracknell,

My DEAR MOzLEY,—In your ‘ Reminiscences,’ &c., there
is a chapter on a sermon of mine on Heb. vi. 4, 5,6. You say,
¢ I have not read the sermon, nor have I read the explanatory
“ Tract for the Times” in explanation of it” Was it then
printed? I have not the faintest memory of it, nor of any
¢ Tract for the Times,’ nor of S. W. making a public and very
energetic protest against it. Can you tell me anything about
any of the three which might recall them to me? For you
have criticised the sermon, pointing out what you think was
defective, and I have no means of explaining myself—With
every good wish, '

Yours very faithfully,

Aug. 2, 1882. E. B. PUsEy.
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The Tracts on Baptism were a thing per se. They were
written to save a Hebrew pupil from leaving the Church because
it taught the doctrine of baptismal regeneration. I asked him
to wait until I could put together the Scriptural evidence for it.
In the course of it I wrote on Heb. vi. 4, eZ seg.

The letter reached me a day or two after my
arrival at Llandudno. I replied that here I was in
Wales for my wife’s health, my first visit to the
principality, and away from my books, meaning chiefly
my copy of the tracts. I could only beg for time,
promising to reply at length immediately on my
return home. I did this with a sad misgiving that I
had little right to be sure we should either of us be
living a month thence. I received the following very

kind reply :—

MY DEAR MOZLEY,—I am sorry to hear of your wife’s
illness. Do not trouble yourself about my sermon. I am
satisfied that it was never printed. Probably I never heard
that it was talked about. I have nothing to complain of in
your statement. Indeed, I do not see the difference between
your statement and what you say was mine. The defect of the
sermon as you have reported of it would have been its omis-
sions. I can hardly think that I said nothing to comfort those
who were so stricken. Perhaps I shall find the sermon. I
only wanted it for my own information. At a later period, I
was blamed in the opposite direction for accepting and press-
ing S. Gregory’s commentary on ‘The first shall be last,and
the last first, as involving that some who have gone much out
of the way would, through their subsequent repentance and
use of the grace of God, be higher than some who had been
all along in it. But it matters little what one thought those
many years ago, unless it becomes necessary to explain what
one holds now. One can only hope that God stirred up some
hearts then (as He, by your account, did yours), and that one’s
imperfections did not mar the work.

Would that we were not so wideapart. I donot think that



LAST WORDS. 23,

you can understand that great stirring of mind ; but the question
is not about the past, but the present and the Hereafter.—With

every good wish
’ Yours very faithfully,

Aug. 7, 1882. E. B. PUSEY.

On my return home I immediately wrote to Pusey
in reply to his three first questions. On referring
to the tracts containing Scriptural views on Holy
Baptism, and particularly to the preface, I found it to
be as Pusey stated. At the time referred to he was
writing these tracts, and having to preach before the
University he spoke on the matter that his heart was
full of. Samuel Wilberforce’s sudden appearance at
Oxford soon after the delivery of the sermon, and his
visit to Newman'’s rooms and my own, as, too, his public
protest soon after, must rest on my recollections.
There is nothing either for or against them in the
published ‘ Life.’

CHAPTER V.
TWO CHERUBS.

WITH regard to two of the most remarkable of my
contemporaries I have enjoyed a singular good fortune,
indeed, as I feel it, a providential protection. Those
two are Mr. Gladstone and Archbishop Tait. It has
been my fate, or my folly, to differ from them both
considerably—I think always more or less. I have
always been at heart too much of a Tory for the one,
and too High Church for the other. They have both
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gone heartily with the country, but I have been only
the humble servant of my country and a reformer
rather against the grain. ‘Broad Church’ has been
to me all my life simply an abomination—that is,
Broad Church as enunciated by its foremost advocates.
This led me to a strange complication of feelings
with regard to the late Dean Stanley. While I was
always fascinated by his style—I could not help read-
ing, generally twice over, every scrap of his I saw in
the papers—I recoiled utterly from what I believed to
be his doctrine. ‘
As for Mr. Gladstone, I for many years have seldom
thought of him and his measures without being re-
minded of the terrible lines in which Horace describes
one of the attendants of that fickle goddess whom he
believed to be the arbiter of civil strife :
Te semper anteit serva necessitas,
Clavos trabales et cuneos manu

Gestans ahena ; nec severus
Uncus abest liquidumque plumbum.

Often have I felt that I would rather grow cabbages
like Cincinnatus, than be the public executioner of
usurpations, monopolies, and other abuses. But after
indulging in the sentiment I have swelled the triumph
of justice, peace, and public good. I have gene-
rally been so unfortunate in the use of my electoral
privileges that I have come to think them hardly
worth the fuss made about them ; but the most un-
fortunate use I ever made of them—so I felt at the
time—was when I went up to Oxford to vote for
Mr. Gladstone, and he was actually elected.

It was some excuse for this ridiculous inconsist.
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ency that I scarcely ever looked into Mr. Gladstone’s
weekly organ—of course he hadn’t a weekly organ
in any other sense than he had a tail to his coat— -
without seeing some very offensive and utterly untrue
allusion to myself. No philosophy, no known species
of Christianity, can prevent a little, just a little annoy-
ance under such circumstances.

But now, what is the singular good fortune or
providential protection I began with? Simply this:
I never in all my life once saw Mr. Gladstone from
the evening I met him in Hurdis Lushington’s room,
three or four days after his arrival from Eton, till he
was so good as to ask me to breakfast in June 1882,
and kindly suggest a correction or two in my book.
On the former occasion he had all the. purple bloom
and freshness of boyhood, and the glow of generous
emotion. Since that day I have seen portraits and
caricatures of him a thousand times, but the original
idea has never failed to return to the memory.

My life’s experience of Archbishop Tait has been
much the same. I met him, several years my junior,
in Oriel Common Room, and perhaps once or twice
in the streets of Oxford about the same time. He
was then a good-natured, chubby-faced, unmistakably
Scotch lad, perhaps canny beyond his years. I never
saw him again till very recently, at a meeting in the
rooms of the National Society for the foundation of
a college in memory of Bishop Selwyn. As. the
leader of the ¢ Four Tutors,’ and on other occasions,
he could not but give pain to Newman’s friends and
adherents. Nor could he fail to incur the charge
of partiality when in after years, and invested with
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official authority, he seemed not to shew the like
alacrity in reproving excesses in an opposite
- direction.

Nevertheless, he never lost to me his youthful
form, and as I have thought of these two men I have
often been reminded of the two beautiful angelic, or
rather cherubic, faces looking upwards from the fore-
ground of Raphael’s Madonna di San Sisto.

It is needless to say that the development into
the existing statesman, as formed by half a century of
incessant political warfare, is simply ludicrous, and I
could not say that I find in this case the child to be
father of the man. But it was so in the case of the
late Primate. He was the fair, ingenuous boy to the
last as far as looks are concerned, and those looks
could not fail to speak the truth. To me the two
recollections have been the source of as much plea-
sure as some childhood memories of a more senti-
mental character.

It has often occurred to me how much schoolboys
owe, in after life, to the sweet and vivacious company
of ever-youthful faces still crowding their memories,
surrounding them wherever they move, and flitting
across their sight night and day. Still, I always felt
something owing to myself and to my Oxford friends
in the part which the former Tutor of Balliol had -
taken ; and this sense, after much deliberation, I
expressed in what may seem a very puny form.
Some years ago I recognised on my chancel-screen
at Plymtree the rough portraiture of Henry VII,
Prince Arthur, and Cardinal Morton. These I got
reproduced, with an account of Morton, chiefly from
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Hook’s ‘Lives of the Archbishops,’ but with the
addition of some interesting matter from other
sources. I could not omit, had I even wished it, send-
ing a copy to Morton’s living successor in the primacy,
but I took care to accompany it with nothing more
than ‘my duty and respect’ It was most kindly
acknowledged.

CHAPTER VL
ARCHBISHOP TAIT AT POWDERHAM CASTLE.

FOUR years ago the late Primate, having recently lost
his son and his wife, and, it may be added, his health
and his strength, was taking a holiday in the west of
England. To my surprise, and not less pleasure, I
received an invitation from the Earl of Devon to meet
him at Powderham Castle. It was almost exclusively
a family party, Mr. Sadler, Vicar of Honiton, being
the only exception besides myself. The Primate,
attended by his daughter, now his only secretary, was
a touching spectacle. Lady Anne Wood did the
honours of the well-known historic pile which occu-
pies so high a place in Devon story and Devon
affections. It was Friday, if I remember right, and I
was asked to remain over the Sunday. As I had a
clerical friend staying with me arnd taking most of
my duty, I could easily accept the invitation. The
Primate and his devoted secretary had work all the
day, and showed little.
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One evening Lady Anne planted me on a sofa near
the Primate, who at once began on Oxford acquaint-
ances and Oxford doings. Of everybody and every-
thing he spoke with a bright and tender kindness. His
gentle and admiring allusions to Ward made me feel
a little ashamed of the budget of grievances my soul
still harbours with that gentleman. He talked most
pleasantly of the Newmans, and reminded me of an
incident I had long forgotten. While the Cardinal
that now is was standing at the north side of the
Altar at the old Margaret Street Chapel, a black cat
suddenly descending, nobody knew whence, lighted
on his shoulder and bounded off, nobody could see
whither. Three or four years difference of age make
much difference in mental recollections, and I was
flattered to find the Primate had a distinct recollection
of me in Oriel Common Room.

He thanked me much for my book on Cardinal
Morton. I had sent Lord Devon a copy also, and he
very kindly had it laid on the drawing-room table. It
had made the Primate acquainted with the very
remarkable and utterly forgotten fact that his prede-
cessor Morton had done the honours of Rome to the
French King Charles VIII. and his army, on their
return from the so-called conquest of Naples, when
the Pope (Casar Borgia) and all his own cardinals
found it expedient to be out of the way at Orvieto.
Morton had been present, with thirteen other cardi-
nals, at the state reception of the king by the Pope,
on the former’s first passage through Rome, and had |
witnessed the succession of expedients by which each
struggled to assert his pre-eminence.
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In regard to another matter, it was on his second
visit that Charles VIII. laid the first stone of the Trinita
di Monte, the first church in Rome with that dedica-
tion, on the site of the temporary church used by his
soldiers on their previous month’s sojourn at Rome. .

The Primate kindly invited me to call at Lambeth
the ensuing February, when he would take me over
the Palace and show me what Morton had done
there. I accepted the invitation, but when February
came there was not a day I could have spared for so
happy a pilgrimage. I wasrural dean. I had to visit
twenty churches, some near twenty miles off, and very
inaccessible. I had to prepare candidates for Con-
firmation. I had to accompany the Bishop in his
little tour of the rural deanery. So I had to break
my engagement. Calling at Lambeth later in the
year, I found the Primate had left special directions
that I was to be shown everything and receive all
possible assistance.

Having had to write to Golightly a few days before
my visit to Powderham, I thought to amuse him by
mentioning it. He wrote to me, enclosing a note ad-
dressed to the Primate, with a particular injunction to
deliver it with my own hand. This I did, though not
quite liking the job. The note would not contain
dynamite, but there are degrees of explosiveness.
The Primate opened the note, glanced at its contents,
and, with a pleasant smile, put it in his pocket.

Going the round of our contemporaries, he took
for granted I must have been well acquainted with
his brother-in-law Spooner, whose influence had told
so much on Mrs. Tait. I certainly remembered him
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very well as a mild and amiable member of our Oriel
circle ; but he was several years my junior, and when I
saw anything of him he was rather the recipient
than the medium of impressions, and not even re-
.ceiving impressions in a demonstrative manner. It
must have been in after years that he acquired force
of character and of manner to impress his sister,
indeed his brother-in-law too, as he appears to have
done. But everybody who compares his early con-
temporaries with their life careers will have been
struck by the frequent discrepancy between the
promise and the fulfilment, most apparent when
really there had been no promise at all :

I cannot for the life of me recall what led to my
next move. It could not be any question as to
my place in the Class List ; nor was it any allusion
to my inconsistencies. I blurted out that most of the
time I was at school, all the time I was at college,
and for many years after, I had been under a very
strange, if not absolutely evil, possession, a philosophy
begotten in me, somehow or other, by my frequent
conversation with an early instructor, the father of
Mr. Herbert Spencer.

The Primate was astonished and amused. Open-
ing his eyes and his mouth, he awaited further revela-
tions. I cannot have said a word on the matter
for forty years, and how I came now to select the
Primate of all England for my father confessor I
can’t conceive. I had to go on, and as I attempted
to make things intelligible he asked me some per-
tinent questions. Had I published anything on the
subject ? How had it affected my writings generally ?
In what respect did the process I had aimed at differ
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from the natural growth of all minds—that is, all
that do grow ? Of course he observed on the utter
antagonism of such a method as that I tried to
describe with the principles of the Oxford school.
Though I wished to explain myself further, it was a
happy deliverance when Lady Anne came up, pro-
posed to introduce me to some one else in the room,
took me off, and planted some one else #éte-d-téte
with the Archbishop.

My monopoly of his presence had been long
enough in all conscience, for I now remember I had
favoured him with one of the derivations which experi-
ence has taught me to inflict sparingly on old acquaint-
ances. He alluded to my pictured chancel screen.
What other figures were there? These I enumerated.
One I dwelt upon, either wholly forgetting what the
Archbishop would have to say to it, or upon some
latent suggestion. This was St. Sidwell. As painted
on my chancel screen she carries a scythe over her
shoulder, and her own head in her hands, a glory -
taking its place. The legend, I believe, is that upon
some trial of her faith she fled across the corn-fields,
and was pursued by the reapers, one of whom cut
her head off with a sweep of his scythe. I derived
the legend from its root, which I supposed to be the
river Sid in my rural deanery. It is so called, I said,
from its sinking or settling down into the shingle and
sand before it reaches the sea. The Sid would have
a source, which would be called Sidwell, as in the
case of Clyst Wellham, corrupted into Clystwilliam
in my own village. The locality of Sidwell would
give a name to a family. This would be latinised
into Sativola, the name of the saint. But Sativola, if
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it means anything, means flying over a harvest-field.
The martyrdom described would be a natural con-
clusion, and my picture would be the orthodox repre-
sentation.

I added that no doubt the picture, which is not
uncommon, had probably suggested the old story of
the Irishman carrying a scythe over his shoulder, and,
upon seeing a salmon in the water, striking it with the
but-end of his implement, when, as the story goes,
he cut off his own head and his neighbour’s right ear.
This I have seen in a caricature representing the head
falling before him.

As soon as I came to the name Sidwell the Arch-
bishop said, ¢ Oh, come, let me hear about that name,
for you know I am much interested in it” As to my
story he maintained a polite reserve. I see the Sit-
wells of Rheinshaw derive the name from one Sca-
wald, or Scadwald. There is not much to be made
of old spelling. The English Liddells and the Irish
Lidwills are of the same original stock, but the
former derive the name from Lyddale.

It must have been on the afternoon of Saturday
that all went out together to the point where the
pleasure-grounds resolved themselves into woods, and
where one saw less of the castle and more of the
country. The Primate had been well packed up in a
Bath-chair, Lady Anne taking care of him. He
invited me to accompany them round the woods.

I suppose most people would say they would
rather die than not accept such an invitation. That
was exactly the choice I had to make ; so I felt; and
I concluded not to die immediately. It was cold.
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The air of the woods was dank. The pace had been
a creeping one. The stoppages had been frequent.
I felt adeadly chill coming up my arms. Three or four
months before this I had had a serious warning, and
had had to call in the doctor, the first time for half
a century. It had, I believed, been the result of a
chill.

With extreme mortification, I declined, stating
the reason ; and Lord Devon kindly took me at a
brisk pace a wide reach round the domain, which may
be described as.an extensive spur of the Great
Haldon, commanding the valley of the Exe.

Among other remarkable specimens he showed
me what I had not believed to be possible in this
climate. It was a eucalyptus, that had attained the
size of a full-grown forest-tree, with two feet diameter
of solid wood. It was not the variety which runs into
long pendent branches ; the leaves were small and
few, affording little hope of further growth. It had
never borne any of the blossoms whose beautiful
and elaborate goblet-and-lid-shaped envelope gives
the name to the tree.

CHAPTER VIL
RITUALISM.

AT Powderham Castle there was morning and even-

ing service in the chapel. This was part of the old

building, whether originally a chapel I know not, but
VOL. 1. D
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now of a thoroughly ecclesiastical character. The
chancel screen was temporary I think, In the order
of the day, posted about the house, I saw that there
was early Communion on Sunday. There had been
some negotiation with the Bishop of the Diocese on
the subject; for though the community of a castle
may be regarded as a parish, still there were parochial
claims to be considered. Half-past seven had been
selected as a time which would not come in compe-
tition with any parish service.

I think I was waked by the chapel bell, but I
was in the chapel, though approached through a
labyrinth of passages, before the bell went down.
The congregation was assembled. The day before
this I had turned to the right and taken a seat
amongst the members of the household. I was now
directed into the part enclosed by the screen, and I
took my seat in a stall on the north side, In a
minute, the Archbishop, in his overcoat, came in and
took his seat opposite.

In a minute more a door opened south of the
Altar, and there came in the priest, and a very youth-
ful attendant, both in embroidered vestments. Either
there were frequent bowings and genuflections, cross-
ings, an actual elevation of the Host, and a good
deal more, or my imagination has overmastered me
and supplied it all. The celebrant communicated
in both kinds; then administered in both kinds to
the acolyte, as I venture to call him. Then the
Archbishop, crossing over, came and knelt at the rail
towards my end of it. I took my place at his side.
We received in both kinds and withdrew, Then
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came the family, the household, and the rest of the
congregation, including about twenty young women
of an industrial home—I forget the exact name—in
the park, under Lady Anne’s management. Alto-
gether there must have been about fifty communi-
cants. Everybody in and about the castle, I was
told, communicated, except a stable-boy who had
not yet been confirmed.

We all went to the usual morning service at the
village of Powderham, The church was full. Lord
Devon read the lessons, and it was a pleasure to
hear them so read. After service the Archbishop
remained to look at the numerous Courtney monu-
ments and the painted windows. Ididalso. On our
leaving the church together, he turned round and
asked, ¢ Did you ever see a chasuble worn at Com-
munion before?’ I had to make the disgraceful
confession that I did not know what a chasuble was,
and that I had supposed the vestment to be a cope.
¢ Oh no,’ he replied, ‘a cope encloses the whole body,
leaving just room for the two hands, joined palm to
palm, to come out in front,’ and then he suited the
action to the word. The chasuble is a close-fitting
vestment, leaving the arms free, and designed appar-
ently to save the ampler formation of the surplice
from embarrassing the celebrant. Convenient as it
is, and rather ungraceful, it is made the most of by
a full-sized cross embroidered on the back.

I cannot help asking my readers what creature
wears a chasuble. Some will answer at once. Some
would not for a hundred years. Look into any brook
flowing over gravel, and you may see a little bit of

D2
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straw, or wood, rolling over the pebbles, and coming
to a short rest now and then. Fix your eyes on it,
and you will see tiny legs before and behind. This
is the caddis-worm, that envelops itself with a jacket
of straw, or of sand glued together, to protect its
very frail structure from the points and edges upon
which itslot is cast. The root of caddis and chasuble
is the same. Anglers know the creature well, for
#t is a favourite bait ; but few of them can ever have
invested it with ritualistic associations.

‘I suppose,’ said the Archbishop, ‘all this would
make a disturbance if done in a parish church.” I
will not say that he added, ¢ People will do what
they please in their own houses,’ because it is what
I have often said myself. The truth is, an English-
man’s house is his temple as well as his castle, and
he reigns in it like the King of Salem, receiving
homage from patriarchs and hierarchies. By the bye,
has nobody with a good range of society favoured
the public with a description of the many services
and rituals. he has had the happiness to join in?
Such a work might be commended to the attention
of the gentleman who has published so many vivid
pictures of the various orthodoxies and heterodoxies,
and what not, to be found in the pulpits of the
metropolis.

¢ But what opinion had the Archbishop himself of
this ceremonial ?’ I seem to hear some of my readers
asking. I cannot remember that he expressed either
approval or disapproval. But this might be because
1 was myself in that mood.

At dinner that day I found myself sitting next
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the celebrant. ‘I thought we should have the Arch-
bishop’s blessing this morning,’ I said quite inno-
cently. ‘That is only when he takes a part in the
service,’ he replied. ¢Otherwise his presence is not
recognised.’ I observed that I had been at services
unconscious of the presence of a bishop, and only
made aware of it by his giving the parting benedic--
tion. ‘They do that,’ he said ; ‘but it’s quite wrong.’
A rigid High Church friend of mine in the diocese
goes beyond even the Powderham use. He has
several times turned me bodily out of his chancel
because I had not a surplice on, and I think him
quite capable of turning out an archbishop too.

The Archbishop was taken to visit the House of
Mercy at Bovey Tracy, an institution conducted on
High Church principles. I believe I was asked to
join the party, but I could not have stood a drive of
twenty miles or more in an open carriage in cold
weather. '

Hard as I know myself to be, I should indeed have
been hard not to be moved by the spectacle now for
days before me. Here was a man who had attained
the highest elevation possible to an English subject,
only to feel the more acutely the most cruel blows of
common affliction. A whole troop of little ones, his
eldest son, his wife, and now the best part of his own
powers and his confidence in them, had been taken
away ; and, while charged with a high officc and a
mighty work, he had to feel that his part in it must
be economised down to the strength of a child.

The Canterbury succession contributes its full share
to the lessons which chide ambition; but for that
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protracted death to the world, which to those who
bear it meekly is a living martyrdom, no example
could beat this. I could not help being reminded of
his Grace’s great competitor in life’s race—alas, poor
Yorick ! —the late Bishop of Winchester. When
Tait declined York, S. Wilberforce observed that no
Scotchman was ever known to take the road to Scot-
land. It would now be an interesting theme to com-
pare their respective fortunes. S. Wilberforce was
suddenly laid low, but was thereby spared a long
agony, a tedious decay, and a memory charged with
old and new, and still newer, sorrows. He left sons
to sustain his honours, and to fight for his memory
with all the pugnacity of the parent.

Once again did I see the Archbishop, and that
was in his own grounds, at a garden reception at
Lambeth, calm, collected, and reserving his strength.
I cannot remember whether it was then, or at our part-
ing at Powderham Castle, that he alluded playfully to
my day-dream of a new philosophy.

CHAPTER VIIIL

THE LATE PRIMATE'S LAST WORDS.

AFTER this account of my very recent and very
interesting personal acquaintance with the Archbishop,
I need 'scarcely describe—indeed, I could hardly de-
scribe—how I felt his exceedingly kind notice of my
book in ¢ Macmillan’s Magazine” He had bestowed
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on it almost the last of his strength. I have myself
always found writing rather hard work, and I feared
that even the fourteen columns he had given me
might have contributed too much to the drain on his
ebbing powers. The editor prefixed a note, which was
unhappily rather out of date by the time most readers,
including myself, could see it : ¢ The following article
was written very shortly before the beginning of the
serious illness from which the Archbishop is now
happily recovering.’

“In the first week of October it was already known
that the Archbishop’s recovery would be slow, and was
still doubtful. It was known too that he must spare
himself and be spared. For some days I debated
within myself whether I should write to his Grace,
acknowledging his great kindness, and accepting, as I
had every wish to do, and now solemnly do, his gentle
rebuke for the asperity or rather exaggeration of my
tone on the Evangelical party as I had known it sixty
years ago. In my book I have spoken with affec-
tion, or respect, of many Evangelical clergymen,
numbering some of them among my dearest friends ;
but I confess to an expression here and there of
the sort that is apt to disfigure reminiscences and
make them sour reading. But if I had written to
the Archbishop at all I should certainly have felt
myself obliged to respond to one particular passage,
which I, and I suppose most people, regarded as the
very point of the article. It had evidently been
written carefully, and in full view of some chapters
in my book which I had myself felt to require apology.
I could not infer that the Archbishop agreed with me ;
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but, taking me at the worst, it was plain that he was
prepared to claim toleration for me. The passage in
¢ Macmillan’ to which I refer is as follows :—

But meanwhile, throughout the length and breadth of
England, what is the view of Christianity which is welcomed
by the great mass of intelligent, religious men? It is often
said that Arnold is the father of the scepticism which unfortu-
nately prevails so largely in much of our periodical literature,
and those whom it leads. No statement can be more utterly
untrue. Men point to the much loved character of Arthur
Clough, and the way in which his faith seemed shaken from
its foundations ; but his case was most peculiar—exposed to
the overwhelming influence of two contending torrents, one
leading him to Rome, the other to the fathomless abyss of an
unknown scepticism. It is not fair to argue from isolated and
extraordinary examples. I repeat my opinion, that the life and
letters of Dr. Arnold, and the last two volumes of his sermons,
set forth that view of a comprehensive, loving, yet zealous
Christian teaching, which approves itself to the conscience, and
seeks to be embodied in the lives, cf the vast majority of intelli-
gent persons throughout the kingdom. There is no talk here
of high, or low, or broad. I believe that the best men of the
time have a dislike of all ‘schools of theology.’ They desire
a religion which shall save them and their neighbours in life
and in death, without tying them up to unnatural phrases, or
locking up their feet whether they will or no in the stocks of
some antiquated system of discipline. Christ and God ever
present, the Holy Spirit blowing where He listeth, the regu-
larly ordained and familiar ordinances of the Church, are far
more to them than any technical definitions or strict orders of
the schools (p. 422).

The whole article, and this paragraph in particular,
became immediately the subject of excited and not
quite respectful comment. It was described as ‘super-
ficial,’ as indicating mental decay, and as something
like a scandal, proceeding as it did from the pen of an
Anglican Primate. Had I then ventured to make any



ARNOLD., Y

acknowledgment, public or private, I had to consider
well what I should say. This was a matter beset with
difficulties, among which my own prejudices were not
the least. I could not easily, or rightly, detach the
consummation here desired from Arnold’s teaching,
and I know little or nothing of his later sermons and
their final development. From the date of his unfor-
tunate article on the ¢Oxford Malignants’ to his
death, I had been in Salisbury Plain, seeing no new
. publications except those sent to me. I shared the
universal shock of the news of his sudden death.

There reached me various reports of his softening
of character, and his tenderness towards Newman.
These reports, as it appears, multiplied the fact in my
apprehension, for I am told that on his coming up to
read his Lectures he met Newman only once, and
could have but a short talk with him. Anyhow, I find
myself incapable of discussing Arnold’s opinions or
wishes, and I must be content to leave them out of
account.

The matter seemed to lie between the Archbishop
and myself, and I felt I could not address him without
seeming to ask for some sifting of words and compari-
son of ideas, either binding him to what he had said,
or suggesting qualifications. I must not be in a hurry.
Who would extract further admissions, or seek con-
troversy, with a man on a sick bed ? Atall events he
would wait there for me. Soon one heard of the fatal
relapse, and, after a long hanging between life and
death, all was over.

The words remain, and it would argue strange
insensibility, and a still worse indifference, to a great
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question not to follow up what certainly reads like an
invitation. I could not, at least I did not, avail my-
self of the Primate’s invitation to walk by his side
round the Powderham domain, or his very express
invitation to go with him the round of his own
palace. But I can plead no infirmities, no engage-
ments now, and I will do what I can to make up for
my former defaults.

But before I enter upon this very serious under-
taking, I must take a hint from the poor lady in the .
¢ Arabian Nights” As I am about to offer myself for
execution, I will obtain at least a long respite. It will
not be in this chapter, or in the next, or for many a
chapter, or even in this volume, that I shall distinctly
offer myself as a messenger of peace from the late
Archbishop’s deathbed. I am entitled—nay, I am
bound—to say what I am. I find myself described as
a ‘ journalist,’ above all things ; as out of my place in
Orders or in the Church of England ; as more than
half an Arian ; as bizarre, confused, half Popish, half
rational ; as not knowing, or very much caring, what
I am; and as leaving others in a perplexity more
painful to them than to myself.

-It would be tedious to enumerate all the pretty
compliments of this sort that have been paid me.
As these writers are anonymous, I do not know
whether they are clergymen or not, but they seem to
think of me exactly what I think of them—viz. that
they are but amateur theologians, with no body or
basis of theology, and making up for the want of it by
sharp criticisms.

A large portion of our Christian people substitute
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denunciation for religion, Possibly, however, some of
these might be honest in their opinion that I knew and
cared more about other matters than theology, or any
spiritual question. With a little inquiry, these honest
folks might have ascertained that I have had the
charge of rural parishes altogether twenty-eight years ;
and with a little more inquiry they might have learnt
that I have resided as regularly and stuck to my
duties as closely as any of my predecessors or succes-
sors, and that I had always evidently taken pains in
my preaching and teaching, as to what I should say
in the pulpit, the cottage, and the school.

CHAPTER IX.

A PARSON FROM THE CRADLE.

I CANNOT remember the time when I was not to be
a parson, but what marked me for it is more than I
can say. I was always unready. I never could
answer a question sharply put. At the end of every
term at Oriel I had to appear before the Provost and
Tutors, and to be examined in the work of the term.
I had all my books with me. The instant I put them
down on the table the Provost invariably asked,
‘What have you been doing this term, Mr. Mozley?’
and then, with the books before me, I could never
answer a word.

I was never either fluent, or distinct. I was never
completely intelligible, or, indeed, always audible.
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I was very liable to momentary forgets, transposi-
tions and misplacings of words. When our chapel
was being enlarged at Charterhouse we had our
Sunday services in the Under School, and once or
twice Russell called on me to read the Lessons. I
still see the looks and hear the tones elicited by my
reading, with all the energy I could muster, ‘ Your
tires shall be upon- your feet, and your shoes upon
your heads.’

I had never much presence or variety of accom-
plishment. I remember Thackeray, after enlarging
on the high qualities and multifarious acquirements
of John Oxenford, turning round to me, and,
whether to soften or to enforce the implied com-
parison, adding, ¢ Oh, you’re a bishop, but Oxenford’s
a man!’ But this was not meant to be a compli-
mentary recognition of my clerical character.

As a simple fact, till I went to Charterhouse I
was weak, puny, and, I am afraid, fractious, and
rather mischievous; as well as shy, absent, and
slow. Oftener than my brothers I received from my
father the gentle rebuke, ¢ You've as many megrims
as a dancing bear” When I began to see London
people they wondered at the length of time it took
to get an answer from me. A conversation with
me was like a game of chess by the post. I was
clearly unfit for business. '

My serious thoughts ran in the clerical direction,
and I have related elsewhere how eagerly I took the
cue offered me in the incident of the ¢ Country Spec-
tator” It was not that I thought of Orders as the
road to promotion. My brother James always showed
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a just appreciation of dignities. I never did. They
involved too much responsibility, trouble, and self-
restraint. We both of us wished to be preachers:
yet our dreams were different. He very early wished
to be in the pulpit what he came to be in his publica-
tions rather than in the pulpit, a great propounder of
grand arguments and new truths. With him official
as well as personal authority was to be something in
the scale. He was to be introduced enough to pre-
sent himself well to his hearers and to discard mere
tricks of eloquence. At thirteen I brought Jatnes
up to Oxford to stand at Corpus, and both then and
on subsequent occasions had him under my care in
lodgings. What incessant questions did he ask about
every variety of academical vestment, every bell he
heard, and every trifling ceremony ! Always too
much wrapped in myself I felt torn inside out, but I
answered him, doing my duty much like the sniguce
mentis asellus. ' .

Then what was my own clerical dream, if I did
not dream of palaces and deaneries, or even of Uni-
versity pulpits? My dream, so far like my brother’s,
embraced passive and active elements, the former the
groundwork of the latter. I was to be of the true
seed of Aaron, and to grow up easily and quietly as
an olive in the House of the Lord. Reverence was
what I chiefly asked for ; but it was a very absorbing
and comfortable idea, something one could always
fall back upon. But reverence is a very passive idea.
. You can reverence with very little effort or demon-
stration, and be reverenced with no stronger claims
than that you are simply posing for it. Long after I
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had ceased to be young, a Scotch lady, who had the
invaluable gift of speaking her mind freely without
giving offence, said, ¢ Mr. Mozley, you always look as
if you expected to be worshipped.” It was too near
the truth. I had always felt I had a right to be lis-
tened to. But a dream, if it condescends to human
affairs, must have some active element, and this in
my case was a wish to be eloquent, not in a showy
and declamatory fashion, but by appeals to those who
already thought and felt as I did.

At my Derby school we had to learn by heart bits
of forensic or parliamentary eloquence ; but these I did
not care for, and never learnt them well. Most prob-
ably I did not understand them. With this very
trifling exception, there was nothing in my education
to develop any power of speech, The fact that all
the living eloquence was then on the side of revolu-
tionists and dissenters—enemies of Church and State
—was against it in our little circle. Orthodoxy and
loyalty must be studied, written, and dry.

I used to attend the Assizes regularly, and I heard
very good speaking, but it gave me no wish to be a
barrister. Indeed, I could never hope to be as humor-
ous as Vaughan, as logical and dogged as Clarke, or
as silver-tongued as Denman.

From 1815 to 1832 there was not a single Derby
clergyman who could be called eloquent, though no
doubt they said much that I had better have listened
well to. But during this period, and long before,
there were many preachers, not of the Church of
England, very eloquent in their respective ways, and
wherever they came they drew crowds of eager
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listeners. Domestic servants generally went where
they pleased, and took the children where they pleased.
I remember being taken to hear a great dissenting
préacher at Gainsborough. At Derby I heard Robert
Hall, and some Wesleyan stars. In town I heard
Rowland Hill, Edward Irving, and other well-known
preachers. Everybody returning home from a fort-
night in town was asked what preachers he had heard,
and what he thought of them.

Extempore preaching was very rare in those days,
and was thought almost miraculous. It was just be-
ginning to find a place in education. In some religious
families the little children were taught to preach, or at
least to write short sermons. William Cayley, in my
house at Charterhouse, used to boast that he preached
at home every Sunday. He did not want for courage
or for tongue. '

But to none of the examples I have named could
I ascribe my ineffectual aspiration after eloquence.
Robert Hall was fluent, easy, and agreeable ; but he
was monotonous, he seldom rose to eloquence, he made
no hits, and he had a snuffle which could not, but annoy
strangers. Rowland Hill, when I heard him, was
long past his best days, and I remember him with
reverence and a certain liking rather than anything to
call admiration. Edward Irving was a prodigy, but
not in my lines, His sentences were so long and so
involved that no organ but his own could have taken
a hearer into them or out of them. It was such a
work of intonation and accentuation. I heard him
preach for more than two hours—my father thought
it had been only one hour—and I was sorry when he
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stopped ; but he inspired no rivalry. The Wesleyan
preachers I heard were earnest and vigorous, but
jarred a little on one’s taste.

In proportion as all these preachers were classical,
or what we should call educated, they introduced little
Scripture. In proportion as they quoted texts they
failed in style. But when style, that is, good taste, is
once given up there ensues descent to a lower and
still lower depth. For really powerful preaching all
depends on that earnestness of tone and manner which
implies and conveys absolute conviction. But this
requires very little education—nays, it finds in education
its greatest difficulty. The most ignorant and unin-
formed man can deal with a few simple truths better
than the scholar who has been elaborating them into
form all his life, and he can apply a score or two
famiiiar texts better than the well-read critic or
polemic.

Had the plan of my life been an intention and a
‘design, deliberately formed in a manner I was con-
scious of, and for tangible reasons, I might have
pursued it better and more consistently. As it was
I allowed other fancies to come in the way, without
much caring how far they were compatible with what
I simply believed to be my destiny ; just as the old
Pagan divinities exercised much free will and licence
under cover of certain irresistible Fates. Any time

_from eight years old to fifteen I should have been
delighted to run away from school or home, and find
myself at sea anywhere between the Equator and
the Poles, fighting Frenchmen or whales, no matter
which. But as it would be wrong, and was also
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impossible, I could only dream, and my clerical
destination was a fact.

The sight of water in any quantity always took
me out of myself, and seemed to change my very
nature. A broad river reach, a good big pond, or a
swimming-bath was enough. Is this inherited, or an
accident of early formation? Are we chickens, or
ducklings, or sea-gulls from the egg?

I stood one bright summer’s day on Filey Brigg
with my father, watching the clear blue waves rising far
above our heads and falling in white foam at our feet,
and felt an almost irresistible desire to plunge into the
rising and falling wall of waters. My father remon-
strated. IthoughtI knew better, but, happily, obeyed.
Some years after, late in an evening, I was actually
on the point of going into a pretty considerable surf
in Alum Bay, in the Isle of Wight, Some men
chanced to come up, and one of them said, ‘Sir, if
you go into that water you will never come out again’’
Scarcely believing the warning, I felt it my duty to
act upon it. .

Taking headers into the pool under the floodgates
below Sandford Lasher was one of the most delightful
of my Oxford enjoyments. It is an excellent imita-
tion of danger, with just enough of the reality, for
lives have been lost there, besides some placed in
great jeopardy.

I have seen the like instinct frequently cropping
up under apparently adverse conditions. A bright
farmer’s daughter exclaimed one day, ‘I do so love
the water!’ As two of her brothers were at sea, and
the sea itself was not more than a dozen miles off, I

VOL. L. E
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thought she might have had a taste, or at least a sight,
of the sea. On my asking the question it appeared
she had never seen a larger piece of water than her
father’s cattle-pond.

CHAPTER X.
PARSONS AND PARSONS.

VERY early an old Gainsborough friend of our family,
whom I and my brother John visited after our migra-
tion to Derby, said my father had made a great
mistake in marking out John for the man of business,
and me for the parson. I rather think my brother
thought so too. He was too dutiful even to complain,
though his innermost heart’s wish was to go to college.
But when his elder brother broke loose from the
business, John had to be put in his place. For myself
I never doubted or criticised my clerical destination.

There are those who think such destinations in-
jurious. They would rather a man graduated in some
other vocation, and in that way mixed upon more
equal terms with the world: well in it, and rising
through it, before claiming to be wiser or better than
it. My own experience, but I must confess also my
own predilections, are much in favour of the priest, or
the Levite, or at least the Nazarite, from his birth. It
is something to fall back upon, and that cannot be
easily shaken off.

My own retrospect suggests that there is much
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more to be said for another objection to the common
run of clerical careers. That objection is, that you
set a man to preach to others for the salvation of
their souls, who never felt the least anxiety as to the
salvation of his own. He is to cry danger who never
felt it ; he is to invite to a banquet who never hHun-
gered, to wells of life who never knew thirst. Speak-
ing for myself, I cannot remember ever to have felt a
misgiving as to my own salvation. I was, so I felt,
on the right road. I might diverge into flowery
paths on the right hand or the left, but the road was
still in sight, and easily regained. I might rest, and
be too thankful, but a little extra exertion would
soon make up for lost time. There was always the
sense that I was saved.

I remember having an hour’s discussion with
Archibald Fox, a pupil of Chalmers, in which he
argued that every Christian course must be preceded
by a terrible trial, a struggle between life and death,
the agonies of one dying to the world before his

spiritual rising again in Christ. I maintained that .

such moods were exceptional ; I think I even believed
them to be morbid. True growth in grace I believed
to be regular, like the growth of a healthy plant or a
vigorous human frame. As for healthy plants and
vigorous frames, perhaps the less I now say about
them the better ; but I now cannot help seeing that
few men, if any, have had much power, or even desire,
to win souls who have not themselves gone through
the dark and dismal passage which poor Archibald
described, and from which I fear he never himself

completely emerged.
E2
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My ideas of eloquence began, and ended, with the
eloquence of the Bible. Of course, such a model
must end as it began, unless I could believe myself
inspired like Malachi Macbriars, The sublime poetry
of the Old Testament, and the words of our Lord,
defy imitation. There is nothing equal or second to
them—and woe to the rash imitator! When the
preacher mounted the pulpit to address listeners fresh
from these sublime utterances, they could not but
feel a vast interval. But in this very interval was
there not space for something better than the pulpit
eloquence of the period? Meanwhile, for many years,
there was no pressure upon me. I had not to preach;
I might still indulge in a dream without putting it to
proof. .

At length T had to prove it. I took orders, and
had to preach. I soon found that I could not hope
to be eloquent. I had grown into a priest, but not
into an orator, My pleasant ideas of spontaneous
growth and happy development had been a bad
foundation for the acquirement of a gift which
eminently demands application and exercise.

An old friend of mine, at once shrewd and kind,
once told me that he would answer for my emptying
any church, give me time for it. Happily I had been
long before him in the discovery. I had a good deal
to make up for, and by every means in my power I
had to compensate for the want of the one special
gift which, it may be said, dispenses with all other
means of attraction, or usefulness.

I could teach, for I had learnt that at Charterhouse.
I could show, what indeed I felt, a neighbourly and
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even pastoral interest in those that Heaven had
entrusted to my care. From childhood I had felt
with passion, indeed with weakness, the sufferings,
the indignities, of poor working-people. The senti-
ment found more scope in the country than in the
town, where labour marshalls itself into armies and
assumes an arrogant bearing. For the first four
years that I wasin orders I had my fellowship as well
as my living, and was a bachelor—a rich man indeed,
so far as means could make me. I could easily and
honestly be liberal with my money, and this sort of
charity both the giver and the receiver feel to cover
many sins.

All these subsidiary and adventitious aids I
employed to make myself as acceptable and useful
as my defects of enunciation and expression would
allow. I could not envy gifts which I could not
attain, I had no right to complain that Heaven had
given me some of its gifts, the rest to others. I feel
very sure that I would rather have stood in my shoes,
and in threadbare garments, or even in a labourer’s
smock frock, with nothing on earth I could call my
own, able to constrain the ears and hearts of a rustic
crowd to the message of mercy and grace, than be
the possessor of all that Fortune could bestow in her
fondest and most capricious mood. Such was the
spirit, and such the measure of myself, and with that
I began a clerical career—not continuous indeed, yet
never completely interrupted—now extending over
half a century.

Have I a right to speak on matters deeply af-
fecting the position and efficiency of the Church of
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England? It has been denied. I have beentold that
I am not really of her, and that I am more of the
world than of the Church. As far as regards the
claim of the world to regard me as her son, I often
think of the saying of a nobleman to Lord Anson,
the circumnavigator, ¢ My lord, you have been round
the world, but never in it” If I am in anything it is
the Church of England, not the world ; that is, I am
in and of the Church of England, but not as far as it
is the Church of the world.

CHAPTER XI.
FROM CONISBOROUGH TO DONCASTER.

WHO am I? How came I here, before you, my
reader? How was I .formed? How did I form
myself? How far was I formed by birth, circum-
stances, and what people call accidents? These are
questions which everybody may well ask himself from
time to time, for they affect his responsibility—they
should instil caution, they should move gratitude. In
the interest of truth it is wise to inquire, from time
to time, how one has been led up to it, how far
possibly led away from it. Few of us know how
much we owe to parentage, to our country, and to
the religious community we were born in. But these
are not everything. That were as much as to say
that there is no truth at all, and no promise of a
Power leading to all truth. Moreover, readers and
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hearers have a voice in this matter. It is always
assumed, with good reason, that anybody who cares to
read. what a man has to say on important subjects
may wish to know something about him.

First for my ancestry.—Now, my dear grandson,
my good nephews and nieces, and great-nephews and
nieces, do not excite yourselves. I seem to hear you
exclaim, ¢ Pray give us somebody to be proud of ; or
hold your tongue.’ I will do the best I can for you.
I cannot give you a Norman knight, or a Scandi-
navian pirate. I cannot give you a rebel, or a
Church robber, or a regicide. Our name is Saxon,
and describes the wide, spongy, irregular lane, or
‘green,’ forming the approach to a village, much cut
by wheel-track, and potched, or trod into ‘pockets,’
by cattle. There are, or were, many such; so of
course there are many of our name, spelt in one
way or another. But our name represents only one
line of ancestry. I must have had about a hundred
ancestors living two hundred years ago, all contri-
buting to the blood that flows in these veins; but
I will take the particular ancestor that I happen
to know something about. He lived at Conis-
borough, in Yorkshire.

In the reign of Edward III., one William Mosley
was Constable of Conisborough Castlee. Why do I
mention him? I seem to see my nephews and nieces
reassuring themselves. What reason have I to think
that we are descended from him? None whatever
that I know, beyond the name. There is no external
evidence, or internal either. I am sure that I should
not myself ever have made a Constable of ‘a Castle..
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I doubt whether I should have kept the enemy out,
but I am certain I should not have kept the garrison
itself in order, or duly economised the provisions. In
my best days I should never have been fit for a
place in the constabulary of our times. I should
neither have been terrible to pickpockets, nor wel-
come to the area,

A good many years ago I was walking down St.
James’s Street one afternoon, when I saw Denison and
Woodgate walking up arm in arm. ¢These fellows
have been lunching,’ I said to myself. The instant
of our encounter Denison exclaimed, for me to hear,
¢ Here comes Mozley. Doesn’t he look like a police-
man?’ As far as I can see myself, I think I might
be imagined a ‘detective.

In Berkshire a policeman, stationed I believe on
my special account, took much needless care of me
for several years. At last, for an indiscretion—that is,
for knocking a disorderly ruffian down and not duly
reporting it, thus giving the ruffian the whip-hand of
officers and magistrates—he was degraded. There-
upon he hastily resigned. So the authorities sent him
down to find out the pilferers and purloiners at the
Portsmouth dockyards. In a very short time his
body was found in the dock. I might myself have
achieved that brief career, with its little halo of
sentimental regards.

But I must return to Conisborough. Some time
before the Glorious Revolution there was born there
my great-great-grandfather. He was a weaver—
whether master or man, I know not, He was prob-
ably both, for in those days the men worked their
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own looms. He had fourteen children, whose educa-
tion had to be neglected. It was not, however, for-
gotten. ‘If you want education you must get it
yourselves,’ was the stern decree. My great-grand-
father Henry saw only one escape from the misery
and ignorance about him.

He had already been taking lessons in the school
of nature, seeing what animals did at the last pinch,
and learning a little of their craft. Playing one day
on the mound of the famous ‘Keep,’ he saw a tired
fox creep up and disappear in a hole in a wall. The
huntsmen soon came. ‘Have you seen the fox?’ one
of them asked sharply. ‘I don’t know where he is,’
was the evasive reply, which time did not allow them
to question.

My ancestor accordingly, at a very early age,
hired himself to a farmer to follow the plough one
day and go to school the other, He had to keep
himself, and he lived on oatcake and oatmeal por-
ridge. He must have made great progress, for at a
very early age he went to an attorney’s office at
Doncaster in some humble capacity, and no doubt
did much engrossing, for he became an exquisite
penman. He was also a good accountant, and he
must have been a great reader.

My own -handwriting—not that which now meets
the compositor’s eye, but such as it was in its golden
age, and before I wasted the precious patrimony in
scribbling—is no doubt direct, through three descents,
from the weaver’s son and from Conisborough school.
My father’s hand was always as good as copperplate,
Every line of it might have been engraved as a copy
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at the head of a page in an exercise-book. I may say
that my father never wrote a single letter of our rather
slippery alphabet out of shape. But it was the hand
of a schoolmaster, or of a banker’s clerk, whereas the
weaver’s son wrote the hand of a scholar of the good
old school. My father was his grandfather’s pet and
favourite, as I became his; and was most like his
grandfather as I was most like him,

Adoption, in the old Roman sense, has very little
place in English law or usage. Families are generally
large enough to dispense with the necessity, while ba-
chelors are generally too independent to father them-
selves with quasi-parental obligations. But adoption
within the family—that is, the acceptance of a child
as inheriting the largest share of the parent’s nature—
is common enough, and frequently inevitable.

Notwithstanding the chance of encountering un-
desirable relatives, my father always hailed back to
Conisborough, as the nest of the family.

In 1842, three years before his death, he took me
to Gainsborough, spending a night at Conisborough
on the way. I afterwards found that my mother had
wished to accompany him, but he preferred me. This
was to be a pilgrimage, not a progress. After exam-
ining the Castle, we walked into the village. Immedi-
ately upon our entering it, a pretty girl of thirteen or
so left a group in advance of us, walked up to my
father, and, with a slight curtesy, presented him with
a bouquet. Without waiting for any kind of reply,
she turned on her heels and rejoined her companions.
I was sentimental or superstitious enough to feel it
must signify something that I did not know of.
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Our quarters at the village inn were straitened,
and we occupied the same bedroom. In the morning
I put on my coat and waistcoat together, as I always
did. My father was astonished. He had never seen
it done before, and it did not seem to have occurred
to him that it was possible. ’

Yet my father was a very ingenious man. I
remember him frequently throwing a lighted paper
into his boots before drawing them on, in the belief
that a certain amount of suction would follow the
cooling of the heated air. The belief itself would be
a substantial element in the process. My father wore
spectacles from the age of fifteen. Going out birds’-
nesting with his schoolfellows, he found that any of
them would see a nest before he did. This led to the
discovery that his eyesight was at fault, and that both
for near and for distant objects. For nearly as long
as I can remember he wore spectacles of four different
Joci. The two eyes required different focz, and each
glass was subdivided into an upper focus for walking,
and a lower focus for reading. He had often to ex-
plain this, for to the uninitiated it looked as if the
glasses were broken.

CHAPTER XIIL
FROM DONCASTER TO GAINSBOROUGH.

FrRoM Doncaster, the weaver’s son went to Gains-
borough. To modern ideas, at least to such as prevail
in the south.of England, this must seem a downward
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step, but I am not quite sure that even in these days
any one in that region, having to make his way in
the world, would so regard it. Gainsborough was
then rapidly rising as.an inland port for London and
Baltic shipping on the one hand, and for canals, or
‘ navigations’ as they were called, on the other.

Lincoln was no longer a port. This may seem
very superfluous information to some of my readers,
so I must explain. The Romans, though able now
and then to make a great effort and scour the seas,
generally relied on their military system, their hold
of the strong points, their frontier fortifications and
garrisons, and their lines of communication. They
preferred to be at a little distance from the open sea.
They made, or possibly only improved, a canal from
Lincoln to Torksey, eight miles off, on the Trent,
protecting the junction with a strong castle.

When the Danes came on the scene, they were
menacing, invading, and for long periods occupying
the land from the sea, of which they had command ;
and for this purpose they preferred Gainsborough to
Lincoln. From Gainsborough they commanded all
Lindsey—that is, the northern half of Lincolnshire—
and could provision their fleets and sally forth to
land, in a few days, on any part of the eastern or
south-eastern coast.

As soon as the Normans had established their
supremacy over both Saxon and Dane, they seem to
have reverted to the Roman plan of occupation. In
1121, Henry I. cleared out the canal from Lincoln to
Torksey, and rebuilt the castle at the junction. The
result was that eighty years after, in the reign of
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John, Lincoln was the fourth port in the kingdom, its
trade being only exceeded, and that not consider-
ably, by London, Boston, and Southampton, The
canal, however, required continual scouring, and
must have fallen into bad condition in the Wars
of the Roses. A Bishop of Lincoln then cleared
and deepened the channel half the way from the
Trent to Lincoln, when the work was stopped by
his death, and by the Reformation, which disabled
bishops from attempting great works, and set nobody
in their place to do them.

Taylor, the Water Poet, has left us a humorous
account of a voyage made in the Forcedike Flood, as
it was inappropriately called, in the reign of Charles I,
It took him nine hours to do the eight miles, so
much was the passage obstructed by shallows, mud,
and weeds, and it was often as much as his nine men
could do to draw the boat like so- many horses.

My great-grandfather seems to have had a good
many irons in the fire, trying first one employment,
then another, all apparently with success. He kept a
school long enough to have scholars that did him
credit and were grateful. He was an accountant,
and as such was frequently consulted by tradesmen
in difficulties, and invited to arbitrate in disputes.
He made many wills dealing with considerable pro-
perties. The duplicate of the will he made for his
own father is a model of penmanship and of just
expression. For some time he was a grocer.

For a longer time he had a windmill for the
crushing of linseed. The mill I remember, but the
sails had now given place to steam. The particular
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process I remember to have witnessed was the forma-
tion of oil-cakes by the descent of heavy weights upon
horsehair bags filled with linseed, already crushed, I
suppose. There were plenty of windmills, even to
my days, great and small. On high ground, a little
out of Gainsborough, was a subscription windmill, as
lofty as a good church tower, with a gallery round,
and an automatic steering apparatus to bring the
six enormous sails always to face the wind. In
the outskirts of Hull there must have been twenty
such mills, presenting a most formidable aspect. In
the immediate neighbourhood of Nottingham there
were scores of windmills, more on the scale of Don
Quixote’s imaginary army of giants, against which he
tilted with such disastrous consequences. In 1832,
I found at Moreton Pinckney a windmill which had
stood in the parish two hundred years before, and -
‘had been moved twenty miles into Warwickshire, to
return home again, where I found it. But windmills
are now almost gone, and water-mills are following
fast.

The only ¢ Mill on the Floss’ that I can remember
was an oil-mill, that is, one for crushing linseed, on the
Nottinghamshire side of the Trent, one of the three
oil-mills in or about the town. I have always sup-
posed it worked by steam. As I write this I hear
the measured and musical cadence of the three
weights raised and dropped in succession on the bags
of linseed.

Finally, my great-grandfather started bookselling,
to which his son John added printing. Now more
than a century ago the latter sent for a printing-press
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from Edinburgh. It went down in a gale at sea, but
its place was supplied by a better, for the printing-
press was then rapidly improving. Spalding, Stam-
ford, and Leeds were literary centres early last century,
but I doubt whether there was a printing-press in the -
northern part of Lincolnshire, the Isle of Lindsey, as it
_used to be called, or in the adjacent parts of Notting-
hamshire when my grandfather was printing in 1778.
It must have been the first important work of his
press that now lies before me bearing that date. It is
¢The Christian’s Universal Companion, containing
the whole Prayer Book, with Notes, a Week’s Prepar-
ation, a Companion to the Altar, a Manual of Private
Devotion, and Tate and Brady’s Version.” Itisreally a
good book, only just suggestive of a design to evade the
monopoly of the Universities and of the King’s Printer.

My grandfather was a favourite in the Gains-
borough world, but died young of gout. His father,
the founder of our family, survived to 1788, leaving
what in those days was a very handsome fortune to
be divided between four or five grandchildren.

The father and son subscribed each a hundred
pounds to the building of the bridge over the Trent
and the turnpike-road to Retford, not completed till
three years after the death of the survivor.

I do not know whether.I ought to thank my great-
grandfather for changing the spelling of my name from
Mosley to Mozley. The family tradition is that he
had good reasons for distinguishing himself from
some of the Conisborough weaver’s numerous progeny.
Thanks to my own father and brothers, the new spelling
now holds its own and wants no changing.
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Thus, at a very critical time, a business with a
large opening devolved upon my father, then a lad of
fifteen. He had brothers, but their tastes clashed. It
was a case for undivided management, and my father,
if not quite autocratic, was always disposed to be
single-handed. One brother went into the army,
another into the mercantile navy—first the East
Indian, then the West Indian.

I have no knowledge of the retail part of the
business, if there ever was a retail part. There was
none within my recollection. This I state as a simple
fact, for I have always had much respect for shop-
keepers, holding them to have the advantage of ¢ mer-
chants’—as they love to be called—manufacturers,
and warehousemen, in some important respects. The
shopkeeper converses with a greater variety of classes
and characters. He is bound to be polite; to be all
things to all men, women, and children; to come into
immediate contact with people’s wants and fancies,
and to be continually practising the little arts of
rhetoric which are not to be despised.

I can never forget that the first European convert
to the gospel, of whom we have any particulars, was
a shopkeeper, a stallkeeper perhaps, the representa-
tive of one of the many firms of clothiers and dyers at
Thyatira, In the thick of a great competition, and
among gold-diggers and travellers of all nations, she
was pursuing her trade with the usual clever instincts
and kindly feelings of the shopkeeping class,and now
she had something better to tell of and to offer, at least
on one day of the week.

The more exalted class ensconces itself in counting-

= —
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houses and warehouses; it sits surrounded by ledgers
and mercantile directories ; it communicates with none
but its own class, its own clerks, and its own work-
people. The practice of lying freely ascribed to
shopkeepers need not be fatal to self-respect, or ab-
solutely to truth, for the people at the bazaars in the
East lie enough, and remain gentlemen, and even men
of honour. Wholesale people lie wholesale. Bona-
parte would have been nearer the truth if he had
called us a nation of merchants and manufacturers
instead of a nation of shopkeepers.

I have frequently had occasion to notice that mer-
chants are bad advisers in political questions. They
are very greedy and exacting. They want everything
to run just their own way. They quarrel with every-
thing and everybody that does not quite suit their
cards. They would be ready to provoke a war with
all the world to obtain a monopoly of custom.

At Gainsborough, which was an insignificant
market-town, but a very considerable inland port, the
social ascendency of the wholesale class was complete.
A population of five or six thousand people in an agri-
cultural neighbourhood could not create a local trade
that might vie with the opportunities of a wholesale
or carrying trade. The owners of wharves, ware-
houses, ships, and shares in commercial enterprises
became rich—some at least. They speculated in the
market of the world. They made ‘ corners’ in tallow,
oil, linseed, flax, hemp, hides, timber, pitch, and
metals. As soon as they had made a few thousands
they enlarged and decorated their houses, getting new
furniture from town or from the Continent. They

VOL. L F
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made fresh starts in politics and religion, generally
with a view to mark their social superiority. They
proclaimed their ‘success in great entertainments,
sometimes given once for all.

I well remember such a ‘house-warming’ on Mor-
ton Terrace, after the fortunate issue of a speculation
in tallow. All the gentility of the town was there,
generally examining with evil eyes the new furniture
and upholstery. At the close of the evening a lady
running along a passage in quest of her cloak came on
a tallow candle, and exclaimed, for all to hear, ¢ What!
mutton, in all this finery!” Lincolnshire men share
with Scotchmen a reputation for being rather slow
to take in a joke. It was not till quite the other day
that it suddenly flashed on me this was a cut at the
host’s successful hit in tallow.

But ostentation is often a matter of business, and
extravagance a speculation. My father was one of
the Commissioners of Income Tax. After a long run
of prosperity a merchant made a very bad failure. For
many years he had returned for assessment profits to
the amount of several thousands. On examination
of his books it was found that he had never made any
profits at all.
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CHAPTER XIII

THE ‘COUNTRY SPECTATOR.

IN the year 1792, before my father had completed
his nineteenth year, there came to Gainsborough Mr
T. Fanshaw Middleton, the future Vicar of St. Pan-
cras, and the first Bishop of Calcutta. At Christ’s
Hospital he had been for several years the school-
fellow and friend of S. T. Coleridge and Charles
Lamb, the former of whom had followed him -to
Cambridge, and had been there his most loved and
cherished companion. Shortiy after coming to Gains-
borough he commenced, through my father, the weekly
publication of the ‘Country Spectator’—I suppose
the first periodical the town had produced. The wit
is of the period, and the style is of the century. We
must remember that even Charles Lamb did not im-
mediately ripen into the style we all identify with him.
From childhood the book always had a great fascina-
tion for me, insomuch that I am hardly in a condition
to criticise, especially as I should have to admit that
here and there the taste is questionable. The papers
are always interesting, and also instructive, if we
choose so to apply them. I might expect to find
more about my native town, and also more about the
stirring events of the period, for the Revolution was

then raging across the Channel ; but the book is really
F2
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an outpouring of old thoughts. I content myself with
quoting a single paper, which may be considered a fair
specimen.

NUMBER V.

TUESDAY, 6 November, 1792.

Audire est oper@ pretium, procedere recte
Qui rem Romanam Latiumgue augescere vultis. ENNIUS,

Thou, that in NEwsS-ROOM holdest fierce debate
On Britain’s glory or its fallen state,

¢To thee I call : —with willing ear attend,

And hear the counsels of your COUNTRY friend :
Small is my fee ; for who would e’er delay
Two-PENCE for wisdom or for wit to pay?

The passion for News and the love of dabbling in Politics,
which distinguish our nation above all others, are not confined
to the Capital alone, but have found their way to the remotest
parts of the kingdom. In confirmation of this remark, we may
observe that in almost every market-town a room is set apart
for the use of those, who wish to be acquainted with the events
of the day. Hither Country Politicians and rural statesmen
hasten on the arrival of the Post from London, and according
to their different tenets vilify or extol the Constitution.

The News-Room is a place of so general resort, and is
productive of so many advantages, not only to those who
frequent it, but to the body of the people in the Country,
that it well deserves the notice and commendation of the
Country Spectator. I shall, therefore, devote to-day’s specu-
lation to a display of the great utility of News-Rooms, and shall
subjoin a few rules, which may be of use to the company, who
assemble there. Since, howevet, it is scarcely possible that I
should write on such a subject without betraying my own
Political sentiments, and since I do not wish to make proselytes
of my Readers by taking them off their guard, I think proper
to admonish them, that I myself am a stanch friend to Demo-
cracy. It is not necessary that I should give my particular
reasons for having espoused the cause of the people, since nine
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Authors out of ten have done the same, and since it seems
perfectly natural that they all should do so. If a declaimer can
by his eloquence persuade the people that they are oppressed
by their governors, and can incite them to take the power into
their own hands, he may surely hope to be rewarded for having
meliorated their condition : and tho’ there is some danger that
his zeal for their happiness may be misconstrued into turbu-
lence and sedition, and that the mob, blind to their own
interest, may turn with fury on their Teachers, yet what can
they do to us Authors? They cannot give vent to their resent-
ment by layimg waste our /and ; and as to our Aouses,—— we
live in Jodgings.

In estimating the benefits, which every Town derives from
its News-Room, we must consider how far it contributes, by
reducing the price of News, to make the inhabitants better
acquainted with the Papers. It is not possible to form any
accurate calculations on this head, as it must depend on many
extraneous circumstances, which no calculator can take into
the account. We may, perhaps, lay it down as a general rule,
that of the subscribers to every Room, not above one in ten
would take in a Paper to himself. I shall, therefore, in my
enumeration of the advantages arising from these admirable
institutions, consider them as solely producing an effect, to
which they contribute in so great a degree.

The News-Room, then, is a source of useful information to
all who visit it. The Papers, it is well known, are among the
most instructive and elegant compositions of the present day.
They seldom, indeed, display much extent of learning or depth
of thought ; these they very prudently leave to the compilers
of those huge musty volumes, which load the shelves of
libraries ; but they teach us (what are of infinitely greater
importance) life and manners, and acquaint us with the most
interesting events of the age in which we live. By means of
them we know on what day in last week his Majesty went a
hunting, or the Princesses took the air in the Park; we learn
at what hour of the morning the Prince walks on the Steyne,
and at what races the Duke of York was the only gentleman
on the turf. This and the like interesting intelligence is gene-
rally made known thro’ all the towns in our latitude, within
eighty or a hundred hours after the events actually took place.
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But the Papers are never so extensively useful, as in the
discussion of political subjects. The freedom of speech, which
they employ on these occasions, assists greatly in enlarging
our ideas and divesting our minds of the silly prejudices, which
we all, more or less, inherit from our forefathers. Some of
them, indeed, affect to speak with reverence of the Ministry
and our glorious Constitution ; but all the reputable and inde-
pendent Prints nobly display the corruptions, which disgrace
our Church and State ; and that we may not be bigotted to our
Religion or Religious establishments, their writers very laud-
ably and ingeniously compose jokes on our Bishops and Clergy.
In a word, they teach us to despise the slavish restraints,
which all governments impose, and convince us that our Rulers
deserve abuse by the patience, with which they bear it. These
notions properly diffused enlighten the understandings of the
Country people, and cannot fail to kindle in their bosoms the
fire of patriotism; for which reason a News-Room is in a
Country-Town what the sun is in the system of the universe;
it dispenses /ight and keat to the surrounding bodies. It is,
therefore, one of the fortresses, which protect our liberties :
without it we should few of us know how our Representatives
are acting in Parliament, nor should we be able to gain any
genuine political information, unless from the Rights of Man,
and one or two other good Books, which are sold cheap, tho’
not u#nder value, for the benefit of the poor.

The News-Room is, moreover, an excellent school for young
students in the art of oratory. I lately visited ene of these
places, in a certain town of my district, where a Politician was
holding forth with exultation on the Duke of Brunswick's
inglorious retreat. I could not help forming a comparison
betwixt the scene then before me and that in a London Coffee-
house ; which is certainly less convenient for haranguing than
the Country News-Room. In the former, before an Orator has
spoken ten minutes, he is interrupted by a waiter with a message
from some impertinent coxcomb in the opposite box, who
deposes that he came thither for the purpose of reading and not
of hearing. If the speaker has any modesty, he is compelled
to be silent ; if he has none, he is compelled to depart. 1 have
known one of these clamorous Politicians fairly ows?ed by an
advertisement inserted in his favourite Paper, declaring that
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¢ The ugly gentleman in the striped coat, who sits in one of the
corner boxes of the Chapler Coffee-house, and harangues his
neighbours every morning from half-past eleven to one o’clock,
is a general nuisance : resolved, that he be turned out’ But
in the Country, where people are better bred, this uncivil
behaviour is never practised ; and no man will interrupt his
learned friend in the middle of a speech, for the sake of read-
ing the news. I would, therefore, advise all Gentlemen who
are in training for Coackmaker's Hall, for Debating Cellars, or
for any other places of political discussion in Town, where
young speakers are liable to be abashed by interruptions from
the audience, to begin their career in some snug News-Room in
the North : and thus, when the advantages of such an educa-
tion become generally known, they may boast of their early
practice, as the Country barber signifies by a board over his
door, that he has studied in London.

I must recollect, however, that I am probably writing to
many, who will never move out of the circle of Country
Politics, I shall, therefore, conclude this week’s Essay by
advising them, and, indeed, all who are of the fraternity how-
ever dispersed, to fix their political opinions ; that whenever
they are called upon, they may be able to make the same
honest declaration, which I voluntarily made in the beginning
of this Paper. But since it is not always easy for men to
know precisely what opinions they hold, and since a conformity
to some Creed is the usual method of discovering the prin-
ciples and belief of those who believe any thing at all, and
even of those who' believe nothing, I shall subjoin two Po-
litical Creeds, one for the use of each of the great sects, into
which the Frenck and, of course, the Englisk are at this day
divided. They, who do lbenter et ex animo subscribe to either
of these sets of articles, may be assured that they are orthodox
in the tenets of their respective sects. There may, indeed, be
found several persons of nice consciences, who will not con-
form to a single article in either of these forms of belief; but
such fellows I consider as heretics, who are determined to
think for themselves; and, therefore, it is needless that I
should offer them any rules, by which they may model their
opinions.

!} Vid. CONNOISSEUR, No. 9.
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THE ARISTOCRAT'S CREED.

I. I believe that virtue and talents are attached to dignity of
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birth ; which is the reason that all Kings are great and
good men. . :
I believe in the Right Hon. Edmund Burke, who reflected
on the French Revolution.

I believe that nothing can legally be done in Church or
State without a precedent ; which is the better for being
found in the annals of the 11th Century.

IV. I believe that the vulgar in all countries are a low set of

people, fit only to submit to their betters ; that they are
every where treated with too much lenity ; and that they
ought not to imagine that they are of any importance.

V. Lastly, I believe that whatever is, is right ; and, therefore,

that nothing in our present form of government can be
wrong.

THE DEMOCRAT’S CREED

will be somewhat longer than the former, which arises from my
better acquaintance with the principles of my own party, than
with those of any other.

I. I believe that all genius and virtue resides among the
people, who are disdainfully called the A70b.

I1. I believe in Z#kos. Paine and in every syllable of the

Rights of Man ; in the Editor of the Morning Post ; and
in a certain impartial publication, which ought to be more
generally read, called the Fockey Club.

I11. I believe that all men are naturally equal, not in talents or

integrity, which are, and ever will be, real distinctions ;
but in the absence of all distinctions whatever.

1V. 1 believe that a popular government is the least excep-

tionable form of government, but that all government
should be made unpopular.

V. I believe that the present age is more virtuous and en-

\Y

lightened than any preceding one, as may be proved
from the spirit of reform, which all Europe is introducing
into Church and State.

I. I believe that my ancestors had no right to transmit a
form of government to me, for which reason 7 will not



VIIL

VIII.

TWO POLITICAL CREEDS. 73.

be aiding and abetting in transmitting any form of govern-
ment to my posterity.

I believe that all men have their Rights, except the
King, and that he has no 7ig#¢ at all to have any.
Lastly, I believe that whatever is, is wrong ; and, there-
fore, that opposition to the present system, whatever it
is, is right.

. From another paper I will add a sonnet written in
imitation of ‘some charming lines,’ as the editor calls
them, in Cowley’s ¢ Dedicatory Elegy, which I beg also
to quote :—

O mihi jucundum Grante super omnia nomen!
O penitus toto corde receptus amor!

Ak ! miki si vestre reddat bona gaudia sedis
Detque Deus doctd posse quiete frus !

Qualis evam, cim me tranquilld mente sedentem
Vidisti in ripd, Came serene, tud

Mulcentem audists juvenili flumina cantu ;
1lle guidem immerito, sed tibi gratus eratl.

Tunc liguidis tacitisque simul mea vita diebus,
Et similis vestre candida fluxit aque ;

At nunc cenose luces, atque obice multo
Rumpitur etatis turbidus ordo mee.

CAMBRIDGE ! dear name, at whose transporting sound
A pang of fond remembrance thrills my breast,

O could those hours return, which Friendship blest,
Which Letterd Ease, the Muse, and C******** crown’d,
How calm my soul, when oft at parting day

CAM saw me musing by his willowy side,

The while I would recite some rapturd lay,

Whose lingering murmurs floated down the tide.

Yet ah ! too short is Youth’s fantastic dream,

Ere Manhood wakes th’ unweeting heart to woe !
Silent and smooth CaM’s loitering waters flow ;

So glided Life, a smooth and silent stream :

Sad change ! for now by choking cares withstood

It scarcely bursts its way, a troubled boisterous flood.

The ¢ C’ followed by eight stars can be no other



74 GAINSBOROUGH. UPS AND DOWNS.

than S. T. Coleridge, then twenty. This must be the
first public recognition of his genius. The concluding
lines are sadly prophetic of the troubles and difficul-
ties, indeed the positive obstruction, which it was
universally believed cut short Middleton’s career of
- usefulness. As founder of the See of Calcutta, he
had to make his position ; and there were not a few,
nor they of little influence, who were resolved that he
should have no position at all.

CHAPTER XIV.

GAINSBOROUGH. UPS AND DOWNS.

My father had many stories of his native town and
his early days. Would that I had noted them. I
have often been reminded of them by Horace’s
account of his father’s conversation. I think he
wished to make me the confidant of the more senti-
mental part of his nature, his likings, his regrets, and
his commiserations. His stories were of poor So-
and-so. I believe that, in early life, when for twelve
years he was a bachelor in possession of a thriving
business, he helped various friends to the utmost of
his means. From a hint he once dropped, I gathered
at the time that he would have become a bankrupt
had he not married and made a very prudent choice.
He always seemed to me over-confiding; but for that
very reason anxious to warn me against excessive
confidence. ‘The world is made of flats and sharps,
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he would say in a tone to intimate that he was him-
self one of the former and more numerous class.

Matthew Sooby had made a large fortune, and
always boasted that he retained the simple tastes and
homely style in which he had been bred. My father
used to repeat his sayings, which were as wise as
words could make them, and which were accepted
at their value in the news-room. In 1812 the town
was canvassed for subscriptions for a school for poor
children. ‘Edicashun,’ exclaimed Matthew Sooby,
‘hed I hed one, I shouldent a’ been worth a groat.’

I do not know what was the novelty of the proposi-
tion, for there was a ‘general school, founded by-
Mrs. Hickman in 1784 ; and in my time, through this
and several other foundations, more than five hundred
children were receiving daily instruction. Many, how-
ever, might still be left out in the cold.

He used to say that he never cared to sit in a
room in which he could not put his feet on the ‘hud
end,’ open the door with one hand, and the window
with the other.

Such he was when we left the town. At the age
of seventy, his married daughter and her friends could
stand it no longer, and made him build a house in
character with his position. The work once begun,
he entered into it with the greatest ardour, helping
the workmen whenever a hand was wanted. In so
doing he fell from a high scaffold, broke a leg, and
died, a wretched cripple, two or three years after.

His example has often occurred to me when I
have heard expressions easier to utter than to act up
to, We are many of us apt to form our own lines
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of thought and conduct, and we are also apt to
parade them if they seem to do us honour. Be those
lines good, bad, or indifferent, they become our law
and our appointed trial, and we_ have to be loyal to
them, or to rue the consequences.

It must have been the same Matthew Sooby that
had his laugh at the doctors, till he fell into their
hands with a vengeance. Whenever he felt out of
sorts he had a large pitcher filled with toast and
water, and, putting it on a shelf by his side, he neither
ate nor drank anything else till he found himself
right again. It was a common remedy then, and
had at least its negative virtues ; but one never hears
of it now.

A wealthy couple, occupying a large gloomy
house on the north-east of the town, were childless
for twenty years, and made a grief of it. There
arrived at last a son, and great were the congratu-
lations of friends and the excitement in the town.
The son lived to ruin and disgrace his parents, and
to send them down in sorrow to their graves.

Upon a great extension of business a merchant
had ordered new account-books from London.
Coming into his office, he found the clerks had not
understood the system, and had spoilt a good many
pages. He lost his temper, and gave it them roundly.
News came just then that a ship and cargo worth
10,000/. had gone to the bottom. He was stunned
for half an hour, but then returned for the rest of the
day to rave about his spoilt ledgers.

One very old acquaintance of my father, the
dullest of men, and, one might suppose, the least
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liable to run risks, used to pay us annual visits at
Derby and detect the annual recurrence of the same

sermons at the Corporation Church. A widower,

with a son independent, and himself spending little on

_himself, he saved money, and built a good house. I

" remember his amusing us with his unusual smartness
and sprightliness when he came knowing that he
would find Mary Nettleship with us. The poor man
had not much enjoyment of his prosperity. He
speculated, and lost all he had. The last I heard
of him was that he was clerk in his son’s counting-
house at Liverpool, and quite as happy as it was his
nature to be.

I forget who it was that built a capacious and
handsome warehouse, looking on the river, with the
usual crane and landing-places for the reception of
goods. He celebrated the completion of the work
with a feast to all concerned ; and having drawn up
a ship’s cannon to the top tier, discharged it, thinking
it much the same thing as firing from the port-hole
of a man-of-war. He had forgotten that a man-of-
war is not a glass house, and he had omitted to leave
his windows open. The general in-draft caused by
the out-draft of the explosion broke every pane of
glass in the building. One can imagine the delight of
at least half the spectators. Enterprise and success
had at Gainsborough observers more critical than
kind. It was a race, and the beaten ones had to get
what consolation their hearts could find in the inevit-
able shortcomings and drawbacks of victory.

Mr. Etherington, the largest mercharit in the town,
had an immense warehouse, for the reception of all
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kinds of foreign produce. extending from the chief
street to the river just abcove Clepel lteith It
was burnt in a night. A tongue of fire and a firma-
ment of sparks and flaming fragments hung over the
market-place. We were all taken out of our -beds,
and carried to our old nurse in Mart Yard, the
front court of the ‘Old Hall’ where we passed the
rest of the night. In a few days we went to see
the ruins. The destruction had been so complete that
the only salvage was a quantity of boys’ playing-
marbles, sufficient to fill some large hogsheads. I
now learnt that these things were made abroad.

A good woman could not get her husband to put
anything by. He just kept his head above water,
but it was evident there would be nothing for her
should she be left alone. As he would not save, she
must ; so she quietly took something out of the sums
she received for housekeeping, and deposited it in a
bank. As she did this for a long time it became
something considerable. But the continual leakage
only aggravated the evil, and at last the husband
became bankrupt. This saved him. The bank could
no longer keep the secret, and with the aid of the
newly discovered store the creditors were paid in
full, with a surplus for a fresh start.

The man who forgot the loss of a valuable ship
and cargo in his greater annoyance at the spoiling
of a new ledger, was accustomed to the one loss but
not to the other. A wreck, at the worst, is a thing
that cannot be helped. But it is possible to look on
the foundering of a ship, cargo, crew,.and all, with
something more than resignation. I don’t feel justi-
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fied in saying that scuttling ships at sea and sending
them to the bottom was a recognised trade at Gains-
borough, open to respectable Christian men, but 1
was so early familiar with it that I cannot doubt it
was extensively pursued.

Outsiders are hardly aware of the facility with
which people may slide into the business, or of the
circumstances which inevitably create and develop
it. There must always be many ships upon the sea-
worthiness of which it is not easy to pronounce a
decided judgment. Indeed, over and over again,
ships have done good work. for many years after
condemnation. Ships deteriorate in the hands of
their owners, who love them nevertheless. There
are also many people who have not the means to
purchase a thoroughly sound ship, and who are
accordingly fain to put up with a faulty or suspected
one. All over the world, cleverness and courage are
deemed legitimate elements in speculation.” Placed
in these doubtful circumstances, possessed of these
questionable means, and conversant with nice calcu-
lations, there is a large class of men whom it may
not be fair to describe as robbers and murderers,
even though they may be content to let other people
take care of themselves.

I always understood that the trade was one that
called for great tact; that it required a large discre-
tion to be left to the ship’s captain, and that it is
not always easy to send a ship to the bottom, even
with the best intentions. This is intelligible. The
captain knows that his cargo is worthless, that his
ship is rotten and that both are highly insured. He
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hardly knows whither to direct his course, but it
must be to some point where he can save at least his
own life, for the cause is not one for martyrdom.
But he is pursued by favourable winds, smooth seas,
and bright skies ; and whether by night or by day he
cannot run his ship on the point desired, for the case
would be too transparent; the ship, too, might only
ground, and refuse to break up. Ships have sailed
about the Atlantic a whole year, in the situation of
the unfortunate Roman who had lost fortune and
character and could not even obtain the opportunity
of an honourable death.

I am sure that at Gainsborough there was a large
class quite above this sort of thing ; but I am equally
sure that there was a class not at all above it; and
that they were regarded not so much as swindlers
and cut-throats, but rather as people in a low way ot
business. There was always this to be said for them
—that the underwriters were at the bottom of the
mischief.

CHAPTER XV.

GAINSBOROUGH. VARIETIES.

EVEN in that dull town, as I have heard it described,
. there was plenty of wild wit and invention ever new.
A certain ¢ Joe Hornby,’ a relative, was the Yorick of
his day. Hot suppers were the universal rule, and
with hot suppers came Noctes Ambrosiana and all
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kinds of orgies, according to the rank and style. My
nurse’s husband, a mason, had his hot supper every
night. Wherever she was, she had to be home to
cook it for him. Above his rank the hot supper
was followed by a carouse, and the nights were often
made, if not hideous, rather unquiet. There was little
lighting, still less watching, and a jovial company was
apt to wind up with practical jokes.

The Bawtry carrier had carefully packed and
covered his waggon ready for an early start, and had
then gone to bed, Rising at four, he looked out of his
window, and the waggon was not there. He searched
up and down the streets in vain., The ‘wags’ of
the town had unladen his waggon, taken it to pieces,
carried them up a long narrow entry into a garden
behind the house, and there reconstructed the whole
fabric as they had found it.

Stout gentlemen, if they are good-natured, which
they mostly are, make easy butts. Such a one there
was at Gainsborough. Leaving the town for a few
days, he found on his return that every stile in his
customary footpath over the fields had been so
narrowed as utterly to obstruct his passage. By the
time we left Gainsborough the town could boast
a stage-coach to Retford, the only regular com-
munication with the outer world. Such was this
gentleman’s bulk, that he was obliged to engage two
places when he travelled. On arriving one day at
the coach, he found two fellow-passengers already
seated wis-d-vzs. ‘Would one of you gentlemen
please to change seats, he said, ‘for I have taken
two places.” ¢ There they are,’ they answered. ‘But

VOL. L. G
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I want one whole seat to myself’ They averred,
the one that he could only travel with his face to the
horses, the other only with his back. At the moment
of starting they gave way.

Of course there was a Scotch doctor. The town
had a fair medical staff of the English sort. I re-
member Dr. Jephson, and Mr. Parnell, the apothecary,
as formal as the other was solemn. Dr. Peacock
came from beyond the Tweed, bringing with him a
little brogue, a power of talk, an abundance of meta-
physics, and a continual fire of Latin quotations.
When I saw him in later days I was much interested
with him. I wondered he had not made more im-
pression on my boyish recollection, as also that I had
not been struck with his sister’s affectionate looks and
manners. He was said to be a very good doctor, but
I am no judge of that.

My father sometimes mentioned a young co-
temporary who was resolved to master the English
language thoroughly, and who thought he could not
do this better than by reading steadily through the
whole of Johnson’s Dictionary, with all the quotations.
This he achieved, with what result I know not.
There could not be a better selection of passages;
but I have occasionally read a column of them and
found it enough for me. It is not the natural order
of study, for there is no real continuity in an alpha-
betical arrangement. I should hope the poor youth
forgot most of it as fast as he read it, for otherwise
nothing would have remained in his head more than
a day or two. :

Some of my readers may think there was nothing
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so extraordinary in the feat, and that even if it
were ever accomplished it is hardly worth recording.
Suffice it to say that the quotations in Johnson’s
Dictionary, carefully selected from the best writers,
and admirably illustrative of the various meanings of
each word and of the English language, amount to a
mass considerably exceeding the whole Bible, includ-
ing the Apocrypha, though falling far short of the
vast treasure of Latinity accumulated in Facciolati’s
Lexicon.

I have forgotten which of my father’s acquaint-
ances it was who in a general panic about burglars
went about telling his friends he felt quite easy, for
he kept a loaded pistol under his pillow, and had
made up his mind to shoot any such visitor at sight.
His wife had much more fear of loaded pistols than
of burglars, and, without saying a word to him, had
withdrawn the charge ; nor did he ever find it out.

A stranger called and wished to see my father.
He was from home. Could he see my mother? Yes,
he could. So a giant walked in. It was Belzoni,
afterwards known for his Egyptian explorations. He
called to ask when he could give an exhibition, and
with whom he could make the arrangements. I was
taken to the performance. It consisted of Herculean
feats, and some hydraulic curiosities. One of the
first sights I saw in London—that is, in 1820 or soon
after—was Belzoni's reproductions of the gorgeous
interiors of Egyptian tombs and temples. This was
in the Egyptian Hall, built for the purpose, and then
quite pre-eminent among London edifices. I had al-

ready learnt, from Mr. Wood’s lectures, that Egyptian
G2
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architecture was the parent of Greek and Roman,
and indeed of all the architectures.

Except for commercial purposes there was not
much communication between Gainsborough and the
metropolis in those days. A man would take out
his watch with the observation that he had taken the
time of the Horse Guards, the great authority then,
perhaps a fortnight before. At 6 P.M. the postman
galloped into the market-place with the letter-bags and
the London news of the day before, blowing his horn,
and proclaiming anything unusual. A sister much my
junior remembers hearing his announcement of the
Battle of Waterloo, and then retiring to the garden,
to sing, I suppose, the song of Miriam, with the ac-
companiment of a toy-fiddle.

For a long period the excise and the assessed
taxes were managed in a way satisfactory to all
parties, the Treasury excepted. At last there came
down, first I think as an inspector, then in a permanent
capacity, a very clever and very pushing stranger.
This was Mr. John Hyde, who soon had a quarrel
with everybody in the town, a quarrel in which he and
the Treasury came off the victors. What aggravated -
the injury, and made it an insult on all, was that he
brought with him a wife much too handsome and
showy, it was said, for an exciseman to have come
by quite honestly. A bit of romance was discovered,
or made, but the brewers and other dealers in excis-
able articles were not unprejudiced authorities. Since
those days he has often turned up at this place or
that, where he had been sent on a like errand. The
only incident that has come to me of his Gainsborough
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career was that he once fell into a tan-pit. The
tanner refused to help him out, alleging that it was
contrary to the law to take hides out of a tan-pit
within so many days.

One advantage of a quiet country life is that if
the future is slow in coming, the past is never quite
gone. In fact you don’t always know whether you
are in the past or in the future, for in the present
you certainly are not. A gentleman was taking
leave of his friends on a departure to India. One of
them accompanied him back part of the way. They
came to a bridge which would be a natural spot for
leave-taking. But they happened to be engaged in
a friendly discussion, during which they amused them-
selves by dropping straws into the stream from one
parapet of the bridge and watching their re-appear-
ance under the other. At length they parted. After
twenty years the Indian returned and called on his
old friend. Again the friend escorted him back and
halted at the bridge. Again they dropped straws into
the stream. Hardly thinking about it, one of them
began, ¢ But I think you must take into account, &c.,’
resuming the old discussion; and with equal uncon-
sciousness the other took up the interrupted thread.

One of my father’s good stories I can understand
perhaps better than he did, having the advantage of
him in knowing both sides of the question. A Gains-
borough humourist had often given a hospitable
reception to a London friend on his business tours.
At last he went to town himself, and called at once
on his friend, in full expectation of a suitable return.
The least he expected was to be asked to dinner.
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Instead of this, the friend, looking at him between the
bars of his little chancellerie, asked his hotel, and
invited himself to dine there with him. To the
provincial. sense this is monstrous ingratitude. So
the next time the London gentleman came down
and presented himself, the Gainsborough man held
up his ten fingers in the form of office-rails, and
speaking through them, said, ‘ What’s your inn? I
shall be glad to come and dine with you.”

An invitation to dinner, that is, to a seat at the
family dinner-table, is a very interchangeable com-
modity, and need not be a new version of the Town
and Country Mouse ; but as regards further hospitali-
ties, even a few days’ residence, there really is no
reciprocity in the matter, and cannot be, except
within narrow limits. A visit to a town friend is a
very different thing from a visit to a country friend.
London houses are not made for visitors—not at least
for country visitors ; nor can London ways be made
to fit in with country ways. The country visitor
exhausts the strength of the servants by the multitude
of pretences on which he brings them up and down
stairs, and the strength of his hosts by the multitude
of questions he has to ask and the arrangements
in which he has to be assisted. He is so helpless
as to the geography of the metropolis, the means
of communication, the exhibitions, and the ways of
people, that he must either go through several courses
of instruction, or be personally conducted ; it is hard
to say which is the worst. He is a serious addition
to an.amount of labour and responsibility already
taxing strength to the utmost. If not quite the con-

a—
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trary, at least very different, is the case of a London
friend visiting a country-house. He relieves dullness.
He brings with him the very thing wanted, informa-
tion, and some excitement. He asks for a little repose,
not half a dozen exhibitions and entertainments as
many milesapart. He is accustomed to spare servants
and to measure their strength ; and even were he
not so disposed, he can’t keep a poor maid going up
and down stairs the whole day on trifling errands
which he could either despatch himself or manage to
comprise in one commission. The great difference
of hours between London and country life itself alone
prevents Londoners from making their houses hotels.
They are bound to nurse their strength during the
day for the hard work of the evening, and, in the case
of Parliamentary people, of the night too. Country
people can never be made to see the difference be-
tween a man who has not been able to get to bed
till three in the morning, and the man who had been
sound asleep for an hour when the clock struck twelve.
It is a positive duty to state the case of the Londoners,
for they are exposed to much suspicion and obloquy ;
the country folks meanwhile arrogating to themselves
that hospitality is pre-eminently a provincial virtue.
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CHAPTER XVL
THE TOWN GOURMAND.

THERE was the town gourmand, an unfortunate
attorney cursed with a fastidious taste, and probably
a diseased liver, who every morning went the round
of the fish-market and the poulterers, to see if they
had anything he could eat. He had to seek food in
_desolate places. The fish I most remember were
haddock, hake, halibut, and eels. Trent salmon was
very rare ; and, with no railways, no steamboats, and
even very few land conveyances, the best sea fish
only came by fits and starts. Lobsters, I think,
were rare, but crabs were abundant, cheap, and of all
sizes, Cooked in various ways, they were the chief
treats of my childhood, and in after years I used to
get up a good imitation of crab by mixing up cheese,
mustard, and vinegar. But our tastes were simple
enough. Nothing pleased us'so much as ¢ frumetty,’
from frumentum—wheat or barley boiled in milk, with
a few currants and a little sugar. For a change we
used to enjoy ‘maslin’ bread, made from wheat,
barley, and rye, grown together in one crop, as I
remember. The wheat gave strength, the barley
sweetness, and the rye the quality of keeping moist
and sound for weeks. The word, I suppose, is short
for ¢ miscellaneous.’

As to butcher’s meat in Lincolnshire—at that time
at least—the sheep were large and woolly, and the



THE LARDER. 89

beef was also large and coarse, often tasting of oil-
cake. Indifferent as the beef and mutton were, they
were often dear, a leg of mutton sometimes twenty
shillings of the currency. For a change upon oily
beef and woolly mutton, people had then to be con-
tent with ¢ hollow fowl,” as poultry, ducks, and rabbits
were alike called. There were extensive rabbit-
warrens at no great distance from Gainsborough, and
parts of the Isle of Axholme had been given up to
rabbits from time immemorial. It was a question
whether they did not pay better than sheep. But,
cooked as they might be, a don vivant would soon
weary of them.

But I am forgetting the universal refuge and un-
- failing resource of country households. What would
they do without poor piggy and his long-expected
effects? There was nothing we children liked better
than a boiled leg of pork, with pease-pudding. If a
country gentleman offers it in these days to an old
college friend on a week’s visit, it is with an apology,
for auld acquaintance’ sake. Even a spare-rib is
hardly now producible. How we did relish ¢ pig’s fry,’
ay, the very odour of it long before the appearance.
It is scarcely credible now that within this century a
sucking-pig could find a place in a Parisian menu :
even De Quincey has not been able to keep it in the
front of civilisation, I daresay many of my readers
never heard of ¢black puddings,’ whether in sausage
form or en masse ; or of ‘ beast’s heart,” or of—well, 1
must stop, but they were all once familiar and dear ;
and they now survive in association with my native
town. Yet, before I close the list, another well-
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remembered dish demands a place in it. I suppose
‘ bubble and squeak’ is hardly admissible at a banquet.
We appreciated it intensely, but seemed to feel it
required exalted sanction. George IV. was said to
have bestowed on it his distinguished approbation.
Yet I remember once, when the bearer of an old
Scotch name dropped in at an early dinner and
found nothing but ‘ bubble and squeak’ on the table,
we felt that we might be somewhat lowered in his
estimation. It might be so, but he enjoyed the dish
amazingly. :

My apology for these gross details is the universal
fact that nothing survives more than the tastes and
aromas familiar to early life. Many meats and drinks
intolerable to the novice are delicious to the accus-
tomed. The appetite survives, and even becomes a
craving, perhaps in the very agonies of declining
power. I remember seeing, with positive alarm, jus-
tified by the result, an elderly gentleman, who had
spent his early life in the country and his later in
town, devouring bacon and beans like a labourer. I
remember seeing another swallowing shrimps with
such zest as to detach them very imperfectly from
their indigestible integuments. I have had to protest
in vain against an aged labourer chipping cheese into

- the cup of 'tea his nurse had prepared for him. ¢ What
matters it?’ she said. ¢ He can only live a few days.
Let him enjoy his self while he can.’ In Devonshire
the prospect of a serious and painful illness is much
mitigated by the hope of unlimited ‘double-bakes.’
This is a hard insipid biscuit that I have little
doubt is the Ywuds, or sop, formerly used for a spoon,
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and now given to Devonshire children at teething
and whenever they want special comfort. So fond
are the labourers of it that I have often seen a stock
kept in a small drawer under the bar of a public-
house.

But even if mutton palled, and beef surfeited, and
fowls failed, and fish were neither good nor fresh, and
¢ pig’s meat’ had been tried in every form in vain,
there was the great succedaneum of cheese. I don’t
~ suppose the poor bilious attorney would venture far
that way, but, as a fact, the Stilton cheese,though last,
was not least in the Gainsborough bill of fare. Some
months before a’ great occasion a hospitable gentleman
laid in a remarkably fine large Stilton cheese. Neatly
separating the top he made a large hole in the interior,
which he filled with old port. Being the best pickle
for the living subject, it was presumably the best sauce
forall kinds of food. The top of the cheese was then
replaced, and the whole put into a closed jar in the
pantry. After the dinner, and a suitable announce-
ment, the mighty incubation was placed on the table,
and the top carefully lifted. - The cheese had to be
carried instantly out of the room and thrown away, as
far from the house as possible.

Notwithstanding its lowly and homely character,
cheese affords a greater variety of national shape and
historical change than any other food. It was the
staple of the Roman soldier and working-man, but not
in the solid and massy form we are acquainted with.
It is but a name and a struggling survival at the
English dinner-table. In Sweden, I have been told,
all the guests, before taking their places at the table,
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gather at a sideboard and take a few mouthfuls of
bread and cheese to prepare their palates for the
dinner. In England they are invited to take a few
mouthfuls to prepare their palates for the wine, prob-
ably with no better reason for it than there is in the
Scandinavian usage.

A lady economist at Gainsborough saw no reason
why a good dinner should be supplemented, or the
thirst provoked, for she would not allow the intro-
duction of cheese after the third course, because she
had observed that it ‘stood in no stead.’

In my former Reminiscences I stated that in the
year 1843 I could not find anything to call cheese
in the English sense in the populous city of Havre,
the only thing answering to the name of fromage
being some horrible things looking like crumpets,
sold in the streets. But I was still rather surprised
to read in Mr. Dolben Paul’s life of his ancestor,
Archbishop Dolben, Zempore Car. II., that he sent
a present of an English cheese to our ambassador at
Paris, who, in reply, described the astonishment of his
Parisian guests, who had never seen anything to call
cheese except their angelots, the very article I found
the only cheese at Havre.

By two independent and very different authori-
ties I have heard it positively affirmed that there is
nothing a man can eat in the Island of Jamaica, and
I can easily understand that the town gourmand
might starve at Gainsborough, in the midst of coarse
or insipid abundance. He died in a workhouse.

In very early days, nothing so much moved my in-
dignation as evident greediness and ostentatious nicety
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of appetite. I have gradually come to think more
kindly and respectfully of the latter. A fastidious
palate often indicates a finer character ; going with a
finer taste in art and science, in social ethics, and
in matters of conduct. The differences with which
it deals, and which it detects when they escape
duller perceptions, are real. It is well they should be
detected and pointed out. The palate has the powers,
the materials, and the opportunities for any degree
of refinement. All exercise of taste, whatever the
material, is an exercise of conscience, and a tribute
to it, especially as a faculty admitting of education
and improvement,

The French tell us there is something approaching
to immorality in our indiscriminate mixture of jarring
flavours, and in the rude cookery done on our plates.
In some midland and northern counties they carry this
to a barbarous excess, putting all sorts of game into
one pie, stuffing one bird into another, and exhibiting
medley pies containing beef, bacon, rabbit, apples,
onions, and much more than I am likely to think of.

I have no doubt my father had a discriminating
palate, just as he had a fine ear and quick eye for
colour and proportion, and a keen perception of
character, He used to mention that in his boyhood,
having the run of two houses, his father’s and his
grandfather’s, he would make inquiries in the kitchens,
and invite himself to the best dinner. But I suppose
this was one of the many tastes which, as he some-
times told me, he had had to renounce one after
another as sons and daughters came on,

One often hears that hunger is the best of sauces,
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a good appetite next to a virtuous habit, and health
the greatest of earthly blessings. Without qualifica-
tion all these sayings are dangerous. Hunger often
seduces into eating too much, which is worse than
eating not quite enough. As a fact, people with good
appetites are often outlived by their more squeamish
neighbours. Good health I have long been disposed
to regard as one of the worst diseases. The human
frame is seldom so proportionably developed but
that it is liable to some kind of hypertrophy. It may
easily become too developed or too full, and so de-
stroyed by mere repletion.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE RACE OF LIFE IN TOWNS.

THE romance of life does not show to its best in
towns. The race there is for wealth, position, connec-
tions, and for personal accomplishments as the means
to these ends. In the crowd of such competitors,
the passions and the weaknesses that are the material
of tragedy can only be regarded as impediments.
They account for a defeat, or a downfall. Soitis
seldom the whole tale that is told : it is only the sequel.
A life is summed up, and judgment passed—merciful,
perhaps, and pitiful, but brief and final. Of the father
of a family which in all my early years I regarded
with the most affectionate interest, my father would
observe, ¢ Ah, poor man, he made one great mistake.’
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I did not venture to ask what it was, but from what
my father reported of him when he found him out in
a suburb of London, I fear he made at least one mis-
take more. Of one poor lady, a.connection, my father
would say, * She was so pretty, and so witty, and
so bright ; but * Alas! it was the universal ‘but.
Against the wear and tear of a rough life, aggravated
by a coarse and ill-tempered husband, she betook
herself to the one ever-failing remedy, and so-made
matters always worse.

For both these unfortunates my father had always
felt a tender interest; but even when there was no
such tie of feeling, he always sympathised with mis-
fortune, if there was anything to like or to respect in
the sufferers.

When I went with my father to Gainsborough
in 1842, he sought out an old couple whom he had
known, not in a high class, but in a prosperous
business and in comfortable circumstances. I seem
to remember having small dealings with them in
‘cutlery at the shop at the south-east corner of the
market-place, where it contracts into ‘Down Town.
John Anderson and his wife were now in a very small
house, over their tea and buttered toast at four
o’clock—the great consolation of reduced circum-
stances. Much had they to say of old times. At
another house I heard my father’s mention of this
visit was received with some amusement, as if such
poor folk were hardly worth remembrance. Indeed,
some pains were taken to impress on my father that
they were nobodies. It was a son, or a friend, who
had ruined them. But no matter how—they had
been ruined. -
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It is rather in the country than in the town that
we are to look for sensational incidents, for revela-
tions of clerical society, for tragedies of which every
act is more or less a catastrophe. Houses in villages
are seen on all sides, back and front. All that passes
in them is known the next day. The old servants,
with their own friends all around, are privileged
tale-bearers. It is an atmosphere of free talk. A
country gentleman cannot quarrel with his wife or
his eldest son without it being known in a week all
over the county, There can be no hypocrisy, or
even superfluous decency, in the fierce light that beats
on all classes reflecting ever so little the lustre of
the throne. The aristocracy are charged with being
above public opinion ; but the truth is they cannot
help it, they must brave it out. '

In towns, on the contrary, houses show only their
fronts. The inmates are often strangers, and some-
times frequently changed. Any one so minded may
make his house an impenetrable mystery ; indeed, it
requires a certain effort to make a private house in’
a town an ‘open secret’ in these days, for its tendency
is to be a close one. But often are the long arrears
of concealment made up in a day. There arrives a
time, when the members of the family themselves,
worn out with disappointment, sickened with mutual
grudges and wearied with recrimination, set to work
pulling down their own house over their heads.
They ask the Almighty to assist, and they are
heard.

Wherever there is anything to call a neighbour-
hood, that is, a number of persons of about the same
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class pursuing the same objects, exposed to the same
vicissitudes, and engaged, one may say, in the same
game—there is inevitable jealousy. All wish to be
uppermost. That is a relative idea: to rise oneself
is to depress others; to fall is to raise them. This
leads to the great scandal of human nature—rejoicing
in evil. The well known libel on humanity, which it
has been said none but a Frenchman would have
uttered, is founded on the fact that even friends
are rivals. The Greeks were beforehand with us in
the saying that your shin is further than your knee.
Rivalry is exasperated by anything that raises, or
promises to raise, those about you: and it is grati-
fied by their failure.

Nor is it possible for the sentiment, base as it
seems, disgraceful as it is, to confine itself within the
bosom. It must come out in word and deed. A
man’s foes will be they of his own household. He
has the audacity, the heresy, to 'strike higher, to
assert a higher tone, perhaps to intend the romance
which the world thinks folly. That aspiration once
detected, he has no help : he has every obstacle left
in his way, if not laid in it. There is nothing which
such presumption does not richly merit. Destroy the
dreamer of dreams; strip him naked ; cast him into
the pit; sell him to strangers; bury his very name
under a load of lies.

But his rivals need not give themselves any
trouble about it. In confidence and quietness lies
their strength, and they may rely on the truth of the
maxim that Pride comes before a fall. They may
stand by and look on, and then they will see the fate
b VOL. L H
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of the man cursed with a soul above his class. Heis
star-gazing; he falls, he lies wounded in the battle of
life, a wreck on the strand. He is quite sure to find

all against him, and that he has afforded a happiness -

to his neighbours which it would never have been in
his power to give them by any intended generosity.

There are creatures that are said instantly to
gather about a wounded individual of the shoal, tear
it to pieces, and devour it. The evolutionists might
justly claim them as cousins, in some not very remote
degree, of what we call humanity. Do I say that
such, and so wicked, are the thoughts and hearts of
all men? I do say that the thoughts rise and offer
themselves, and that self is very apt to fall, I may
say, in that hour of temptation.

Town gossips, and I dare say country too, are
never so gay as when discussing downfalls, scandals,
infamies, the ruin of families, the darkening of homes,
the banishment of those that yesterday were in the
front of life’s stage, the disappearance of stars lately
high over the horizon. The moral is plain to a
child. It is that the competition for wealth, honour,
position, and all the prizes of earth, are antagonistic
to the love of souls, and to the spiritual growth in all
its aspects and relations. But is it possible not to
share these emotions to some extent, even if we
succeed in controlling and correcting them ? There
was at least one household in my native town that I
can credit with as much exemption from worldly
rivalry of all kinds as is possible to the heart of
man.

This is no new theme. I am not volunteering an

—-
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attack upon country towns; I am only reducing to
some proportion and accuracy a great fact which I
often see and hear put in an odious form. People
hate towns. They would not live in one of them for
the world. If they happen to have been born in one

"they often slur over the truth by confessing only to

the county. I feel that I am putting it mildly and
apologetically. A town is an industrial tournament.
All are there careering, hitting, being hit, overthrow-
ing, overthrown. All rejoice in your mishaps ; all envy
your successes—all as a rule, for there are exceptions.
The intensity of this disgust at country-town life is
indicated by the very great cost at which it is gratified.
In some very important respects towns have an im-
mense advantage over the country. They have at
least the opportunities of quiet social intercourse ; they
have promenades and well-frequented pavements ;
they have libraries and reading-rooms; and they

" always have men of some literary or scientific attain-

ments. All this, which is really the making of a
higher life, is given up in order to avoid what is
called gossip, backbiting, scandal, and the great want
of mutual confidence and hearty sympathy.

The most dignified figure at Gainsborough, to my
memory, was Mr. Belwood, tall, upright, and very
deliberate in all he said, or advised, or did. He was
of a very old Isle of Axholme stock, taking their
name from a spot of Druidical sanctity ; and I think
he must have been a relative, or connection, of my
father. He was quaint and old-fashioned, naturally
and without knowing it. He died in 1820, and by

this I see it was before that date I and my brother
H2
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John were entertained by him to a nice little dinner
on a visit to Gainsborough. He was alone in the
world, and yet a cheerful, and even warm-hearted,
man.

Surrounded by failures, he had cause to antici-
pate more. He had intended to leave my father a
thousand pounds, and I think had let out something
to that effect. My father was summoned to the
funeral, and went to Gainsborough with my mother
and two of my sisters. The house, I remember, was
within sight of the church.. The funeral was largely
attended. Mrs. Nettleship, who had taken in my
sisters for the occasion, was there, and my father and
mother had spent the evening before with her. On
the return from the funeral the will wasread. It now
appeared that the old gentleman had either resented
our flight to Derby, or dreaded its speculative cha-
racter, for he left 400/ to my father, and 600/..to be
divided amongst the children living at the time of
his death, and to be given to each on coming of age.
I sheuld think nobody was ever remembered with
so much gratitude, the sentiment being formed and
strengthened in each case by years of expectation. I
had been two years at college when I received my
share. He left us also, I suppose, most of his old
plate, including a two-handled silver pint-cup, which
stands before me as the chief ornament of my side-
board.

Of the town itself, my father, writing to my eldest
sister, gives a woeful account : ‘ Gainsborough looks
miserably poor. I never saw so wretched a place’
I note, however, that he writes in the first week of
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March, and that, as he observes, it was bitterly cold
weather” He proceeds: ¢ There has been a subscrip-
tion for Mrs. Swann.’” As I remember the Swanns,
the family had come from Hamburg, and they were
supposed, by their expenditure, to be rolling in
wealth. ¢Mrs. Bourne and her daughters,’ my father
proceeded to tell us, ‘are keeping a school” Mr.
Bourne had kept the Rope Walk I remember so well,
" and had thriven for a time on the increasing demands
of war. ¢Mrs. Bourne,’ my father adds, ‘is likely to
be successful. She is very cheerful and happy.’ My
father’s forecast proved correct. The daughters were
keeping a very good school at Brighton thirty-two
years after this date, and long after that, I believe.
My father and mother were at the Stuarts, and, as
my father wrote, my sisters had called, and were now
romping with the three little Miss Stuarts—indeed,
making so much noise that he could hardly write.
That family too went down in the world, and the
last I heard of Miss Stuart was that she was a teacher
in Miss Bourne’s school at Brighton, and that she
sang, my brother Harry thought, rather shrill. I
have often asked myself, ¢ Should I have thought so ?’
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CHAPTER XVIIL
THE BEGINNING OF A TRADE.

I HAVE mentioned ‘Joe Hornby,” the light-hearted
humourist. As I remember, he was not a man either
to make a fortune or to spend one, or to entertain
strong opinions, or to take anything very much to
heart. But I suppose it must have been a brother of
his, and a relative of mine, whom I met occasionally
at his brother-in-law’s house in the city of London, in
1820. He had utterly ruined himself and the too
generous brother-in-law, one of the old Mowbray
stock of the Isle of Axholme. I had to sit by for
two hours in Aldermanbury one afternoon, while my
unprincipled relative, a big heavy man, was drinking
brandy and water, and cursing the King, the Govern-
ment, and all the institutions of the eountry, respon-
sible, every one of them, as he made out, for his own
failure.

This man, as I remember him, would not have
prospered anywhere, or under any circumstances.
He would everywhere have spent beyond his means,
risked much on the merest chance, and abused his
servants, instead of telling them quietly what they had
to do. But I must say the tone in which he spoke
of the institutions of his country was by no means
peculiar to him. It was universal. Nobody had a
good word to say for the King, the Ministry, the
two Houses of Parliament, the Church, or any other

e
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institution, unless he happened to enjoy some excep-
tional position, plainly at the cost of the whole
nation and of the public good. Twenty years be-
fore this, when George III. was leaving the theatre,
after escaping the bullet of the madman Hutfield, his
carriage was surrounded and followed by a mob
hissing and hooting, and thus expressing its. sym-
pathy with the supposed assassin. This mob did
not consist of roughs, but of the neighbouring shop-
keepers.

A few months after I had been listening with
disgust to my relative’s sweeping denunciations, I
began to live for several years in the same room with
a son of the Cabinet minister whose house and life
had just been specially aimed at by the Cato Street
conspirators. I expected to hear him speak of them
with honest moral indignation, especially as he ap-
peared to be in his father’s confidence, bringing with
him to school enormous maps made for the Penin-
sular war, and the spare copies of his father’s.library.
I used to note that if he ever alluded to Thistlewood
and his companions, it was as men who had found
their match and had been outwitted. Had they
failed in the best of causes, he could not have treated
the matter more dispassionately. He seemed to
assume, as a matter of course, that the people were
on their side, and that this made their detection and
capture the greater triumph.

After long complications, my cousin from the Isle
of Axholme was at last clear of his brother-in-law,
the rabid and self-ruined politician. He then started
on his own account in a very humble business, He
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could not have been at his then abode more than a
week or two when he gave me a very hospitable
reception, according to his means, on my arrival in
town on my way to Charterhouse. He was,fortunate
in the possession of two good and energetic sons, the
elder of them already a man of science and no ordinary
artist,

For some months I witnessed a very curious strug-
gle between the extreme caution of the parent and
the enterprise of the sons, who wished to add what
really was the necessary suppiement of the new busi-
ness. At last they got in the thin point of the wedge,
in the shape of a small shallow drawer under the shop
counter, containing a very select display of the com-
monest surgical instruments. The father stipulated
that the sons were always to give their first and chief
attention to the matter which had drawn the customer
to the shop. When he had satisfied his first wants,
then the son might produce the drawer with its
well-burnished contents, and ask, ‘ Anything in this
way ?’

I don’t know how this work is done now, but the
way in which it was done in 1820 sufficiently accounts
for the unwillingness of a middle-aged man, originally
a yeoman of ‘the Isle, and the victim of his own
generous confidence, to go out of his depth in it. Two
or three years after this, the elder son took me on
some calls on his workpeople, who were in fact no-
body’s workpeople in particular, for they worked, in
their own miserable homes, for any employer who
might have jobs for them. Sometimes they had to
go the round of the employers, sometimes the em-
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ployers had to go the round of them. It necessarily’
depended on their honesty and ability whether the
work was done well—that is, whether the forceps, the
scalpel, the saw, the file, or the finer and more com-
plicated instrument would do its work at the crisis,
and also stand wear. Every man had his worth, and
so had every tool. _

This is now, I believe, the largest business in its
line in the world, carried on in one of the most
artistic edifices in the city of London. Some of my
readers will feel that the early struggles of trading
enterprise are hardly worth reminiscences, even when
redeemed by a high moral and a great success. So I
may as well add that the elder of the two brothers,
and the projector of this shallow drawer lying in

. ambush for exceptional customers, was then a slender
youth, under twenty, with finely formed features, and
an expression as bright and keen as the edged tools
he was ambitious to deal .in. He was well up not
only to science but to art. He was versed in all the
schools of art, in all our living artists, and he was, or
rather became in a few years, a distinguished amateur
in water-colours. He was far better read in our
poets and in our English authors than I ever came to
be. From the pursuits of his leisure hours it might
have been supposed that he had nothing else to attend
to but recreation and the cultivation of a fine taste.
But from the tints of a landscape, or the forms and
hues of flowers, fruits, fish, and shells, he would turn
with equal zest to the details of a business which
many a man without a spark of genius would be
foolish enough to look down upon.



106 THE CLERGY.

The other relative of mine, and they that belonged

to him, went their own way, the way of all cursers.
Before long, I heard that the curser’s son, my second
or third cousin, I know not which, having received
his stipulated and ample wages for his very small
"and worthless weekly service, assembled a crowd
before the shop, harangued it on the pittance a born .
gentleman was expected to live on, and dropped the
shillings one by one into the gully-hole. The fact was
he had a soul above work, but not above mendicancy,
so as he could carry it with a high hand. After
he had taxed my Aldermanbury cousin’s kindness
beyond endurance, the latter one day received a
demand for further assistance, beginning ¢Man of
blood,’ and going on in the same strain. I believe
he ‘enlisted,” and there was the end of him.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE CLERGY.

IT were much to be wished that some account
could now be found of the happy successions by
which the lamps of learning, love, and piety have
been kept up in our provincial towns. Every now
and then there emerges a name, showing what was
below the surface, but the continuity is not to be
traced. Two years before Henry VIII. massacred
the monks of Charterhouse, Thomas Sutton, the
founder of the school that was to take their place, was
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born at or near Gainsborough. The town claims him,

but he was baptised at the neighbouring village of
Knaith. Bishop Patrick was the son of a Gains-
borough mercer of good credit.

The town has some score charitable trusts, gene-
rally of small amounts, and indicating rather a com-
pliance with custom than exceptional instances. The
inevitable fate of such bequests is either to be made -
an ill use of, or to be thrown into some common
stock and administered on public principles. This
seems to warn good people to do their good deeds in
their own lifetime, and leave the next generation to
do the same. o

The successions most affecting the town are that
of the Squire, to use the title in a general sense;
that of the clergy ; and that of the principal school-
master. The occupancy of a great house and the
inheritance of a high position are matters subject to
every kind of vicissitude, and the only wonder is how
frequently a religious and high-principled family has
been for centuries the making of a neighbourhood.
In the parsonage, one manner of man comes quick
after another, and of these some may do much,
some little, some nothing at all. The succession is
now quicker than it used to be, for no sooner is a
good man appreciated than a dozen high patrons
are, fixing their eyes upon him, without a thought of
the dull country parish which they are robbing of
the light of its eyes. The man ‘who never changed
or wished to change his place,’ is a matter of faith, no
longer of sight. Then comes the schoolmaster, who
on our old foundations might either be supreme in
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learning and authority for half a century, or for
all that time a log, a shadow, or worse. The good
schoolmaster generally moved ; the bad one did not :
scholars might leave him, but he held his ground.

The Rev. J. Fothergill, who was vicar in my time
and long before, was a learned man, much in his
study. He held his head rather high, and in the
numerous little questions between social caste and
spiritual obligations took the former well into account.
His lady, perhaps with less hesitation or reserve, gave
herself airs; but, like many ladies of that period, she
affected to be rather fast, and talked free even in
such places as an auction-room. So the prudes and
puritans of the town had their revenge.

The vicar and his wife paid us a visit of some
‘days at Derby. I suppose she thought us youngsters
too dummy and staid. Our drawing-room was only
used on state occasions, and when in it we were
on our good behaviour, our- extra good behaviour,
I might say. We behaved quite too well. * When I
was your age,’ she said to one of us, ‘I could fly from
one end of this room to the other without touching the
ground” The room could not be less than eight
yards long, and we all took it literally to mean that
she claimed to have once possessed the much-coveted
power of flying. So unchangeable are opinions and
questions once early entertained, that for two genera-
tions I doubted whether the lady was romancing, or
whether ‘levitation,’ as it is called, had taken posses-
sion of her brain. Not till quite recently has it
flashed on me that the expression was simply a fagon
de parler.
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Of one assistant-curate I have so much to say
that I reserve him. When, after six or seven years
at Gainsborough, he left for a chaplaincy at Madras,
his successor, Mr. Pridham, must have been chosen
by the rule of contrary. Perhaps the vicar thought
the sluggish stream wanted more lashing. The new
curate undertook to put the town to rights, and
raised a storm. He cannot have shown common
discretion, even if he wished to show it, in either
his sayings or his doings. Some of our friends
suffered, and my father resented what he felt to be
great unkindness as well as a breach of the public
peace. This was the line my father took in private,
and I conclude in the town also. He desired
liberty of faith, and liberty of opinion. How far
the two liberties are compatible, I cannot say. They
are certainly very conflicting. What is more they
are neutralising, and apt to end in indifference.

Many years afterwards I came across the old
Gainsborough curate, whose face I did not remember,
and I was startled to be recognised by name, to
receive warm greeting, and to hear many affectionate
inquiries after my father and his family. But he
soon let out what was then uppermost in his mind—
the wants of his own numerous family. What could
he do or get for a son. I forget when, for it was
in my absence, he introduced himself to his old
parishioners at Derby, and did not sustain the impres-
sion which the younger members of the family had
acquired, that, whatever his faults, he must be a
spiritually minded man. He found his way to my
brother James, then a Fellow of Magdalen, and very
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unaccountably got into his head that my brother
promised him a demyship. All who ever knew my
brother James would know this to be impossible, for
he was always more than equal to the occasion with
ordinary people. The old Gainsborough curate, how-
ever, declared himself in due time disappointed and
ill-used.

Mr. Fothergill’s predecessor was a Mr. Urquhart,
whom I used to hear mentioned with respect, and
who had brought Mr. Fanshaw Middleton to the
town. I am unable to say whether he is identical
with the Rev. D. H. Urquhart, a clever and amusing
contributor to the ¢ Country Spectator’; but as the
editor thought it necessary to describe that gentle-
man as ¢ the Translator of “ Anacreon,”’ I conclude
him to be only a relative of the vicar.

The first incumbent I can remember to have heard
of after the one of my time at Gainsborough, was
Mr. Beckett, of the well-known Yorkshire family.
He had a good figure, fine abilities, and the best in-
tentions ; but I believe the Bishop was glad to give
him two years’ leave of non-residence upon hearing
from his parishioners that he maintained the truth
of astrology and of metempsychosis, not only in
conversation, but even in the pulpit. He died com-
paratively young.

On a mournful pilgrimage to my native town in
1852, found the singularly handsome and reverend
figure of Mr. Bird, who had had a very warm con-
troversy with the ¢ British Critic,” chiefly I think with
Oakeley’s articles in it. I believe I had had some-
thing to say about him myself in the Notices. How-
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ever that might be, when I saw and heard him in
the pulpit of my native town, I said to myself that
I wished I had seen and heard him long before, even
though I could not quite agree with him now.

Others may have followed, but the next I heard
of was Mr. Clements, so highly and warmly appre-
ciated by his parishioners, at least by a good many
of them, that they built for him a vicarage in a
pleasant site out of the town, which however failed
to detain him when Grantham was offered. He is
now Canon and Sub-dean of Lincoln,

I often wonder why people want to root up the
parson, plant him quite away from the souls under
his charge, and surround him with pleasure-grounds
instead of streets and lanes. It doesn’t answer. The
incumbent only exchanges one set of troublesome
expectants for another. In the town the old women
and the younger women, with hungry and ill-clad
families, want help in its simple material form. Out
of town the incumbent is more at the mercy of those
who drive up in carriages, and who are expecting a
higher and larger amount of social recognition than
it is in the poor parson’s power to mete out to so
many with the least chance of satisfying them all.

Even these few names justify the wish for
parochial annals with which I began this chapter.
How is it that one never sees an account of the
clergy that have successively ministered in a parish,
whether as incumbents or as curates? The 'rector
comes, and goes, or dies; when another takes his
place. But an incumbent is king and bishop, and he
frequently claims more. Like many other Christians,
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he is pope, but he sometimes aspires to be also an
apostle, a converter, a founder, a restorer, and a good
deal more. In his own measure, and within his
means and opportunities, he may achieve a success
on these ambitious lines. Why are not such careers
recorded and compared ? They would exhibit some
variety, not to say contrast, and even reaction. It is
but natural that a new incumbent should criticise
what he finds attempted rather than realised, and in
an incomplete and experimental stage.

It could hardly be that the incumbencies of the
last century were not worth a record, for it is well
known that many clergymen of that melancholy
period worked hard and long, only to be unknown
and forgotten. Good and bad were alike drowned
in that flood. The clergy whose unfaithfulness has
made that century an enormous scandal would not
have behaved so ill, and shown such utter abandon-
ment of their sworn duties, if they had known that
posterity would have some truer account of them
than a mendacious mural epitaph paid for at so
much a line by relatives as unscrupulous as them-
selves.
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CHAPTER XX.
GAINSBOROUGH. FAITH AND POLITICS.

My father was once churchwarden. As the custom
was, the senior churchwarden beckoned to him in the
service, when they both rose and left the church to
perambulate the town, to see that the public-houses
were closed and that there was no disorder in the
streets. After walking ‘down town’ and up again,
under a hot sun, the senior said, ¢ Come, Mozley, the
town seems perfectly quiet and can do without us,
so just step in and I'll give you a glass of capital
sherry” My father replied, ‘I came out of church
to see that nobody was drinking, and I won’t drink
myself.’ '

I conclude that my father was early and sorely
perplexed by religious controversy. His business
made him a common refuge, and he was himself
many-sided. He had a profound reverence for dig-
nitaries and divines; but he could also appreciate
any scholar, and there was then much scholarship
outside the pale. Orthodoxy dominated as far as I
was concerned. .

One of our most intimate friends at Gainsborough
was Mr. Heineken, the Unitarian minister of the ¢ Pres-
byterian Chapel.’ His children, the survivor of whom
I lately resumed acquaintance with at Sidmouth, were
our early playmates. Mr. Heineken was a man of
learning and great information ; and, on that ground,

VOL. I I
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holding his own. As a theologian he could hardly be
described as of the tolerant class. He published, indeed
I think my father published for him, a rather scoff-
ing pamphlet on Satan and demoniacal possession.
Either upon his own calculation, or quoting some
theologian, he made out that each animal in the
‘herd of many swine’ would have to carry two and a
half devils.

Certainly it is not wise to be curious upon such a
point, but I see no difficulty in any number of devils -
possessing any number of people ; or even in an odd
number of devils possessing an even number of people.
If there be evil spirits, and they be allowed to possess
such people as do not take proper measures to keep
them out, then it is quite in accord with appearances
that one devil or seven devils may drive a married
couple. The whole matter of evil possession is, how-
ever, beyond our comprehension, and it is with regret
that I have heard in a thoroughly orthodox pulpit
the dangerous admission, as it seems to me, that
Satan cannot be a ‘person,” for reasons which, if
valid, would apply to the Almighty also. Mr.
Heineken, it is evident, was not content with a purely
defensive position—perhaps he had not been allowed
to hold it.

He was not working or writing for popularity. His
expectations on this point were moderate. I remember
his relating that he, or a friend, had been pressed to
publish a sermon, and had complied. Some time
afterwards the writer received a visit from a brother,
who asked for a copy. It was handed to him, with
“ A shilling, please’ The brother remonstrated.
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¢ Surely you can spare a copy. You don’t want a
shilling” ¢Never mind, give me a shilling.! Pocket-
ing it, the writer exclaimed, ¢ Thank Heaven, it can-
not now be said I have not sold a single copy of my
sermon,’ Like the vicar and the’ curate, the Unitarian
minister visited us at Derby, keeping us all well
posted to Gainsborough affairs, from different points
of view.

One anecdote I have on Mr. Heineken’s authority,
which shows that, however incredulous he might be
in matters of faith, he could yet accept the marvellous.
A gentleman saw repeatedly the singular spectacle
of three rats running abreast over his grounds.
Noting their track, and their usual times, he shot
them, and then found that the middle rat was blind,
and that all three held a straw in their mouths. It is
almost too good to be true.

From the middle of last century some of the chief
shopkeepers had been Congregationalists or Indepen-
dents, and vied with the Church in their zeal for saving
truths. The Methodists had established themselves
very early at Gainsborough, which is only a drive
from Epworth ; but up to 1815 it was not a genteel
community; and a baronet who had taken it up in
another part of the county was thought half mad.
I am now told that Wesleyans plume themselves on
their gentility quite as much as on their orthodoxy
and their spirituality. '

But at the period I am writing of, Methodism was
still in its preternatural stage, or confidently believed
to be. There were obstinate claims to.miraculous
" powers, or at least miraculous interferences, with the
12
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usual result of provoking incredulity and irreverence.
I remember being told, about that date, of a man
descanting at a prayer-meeting on the pomps and
vanities, and on their hold upon poor souls to the
last. He had been invited to a funeral, he said. A
poor young votary of fashion lay in her.coffin ina
back room, still showing her beautiful curls. In a
tone of horror, he told the meeting that he had
gone to take a last look, and had found the curls
already singed. ‘What do you say to that?’ he
added. ‘Thatitisa lie,’ replied a friend of the
poor girl who chanced to be present.

In politics I should deem that my father was
rather impulsive—that is, early in life. He took a
lead in the local expression of indignation at the
‘Mrs. Clark scandal,’ and corresponded with Colonel
Wardle. Among his friends was Mr. Drakard, pub-
lisher of the ‘Stamford News,’ a Radical newspaper
The publisher was in prison upon a charge of libel
or sedition, or both, and was rather anxious about
the issue of his approaching trial. The jury would
have to be from the northern as well as the southern
part of the county; so Drakard sent for my father,
who, upon seeing the panel, directed him what names
to challenge, and the result was an acquittal.

My father was sometimes on the petty jury at
Lincoln. On one occasion he was foreman, and had
a very hard battle with an obstinate fellow-juryman,
but eventually carried them all along with him.
When the next case was called, the juryman leant
towards my father, and said, ‘You beat me in the
last case, but I'll be if you beat me in this” My
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father replied, ‘ Why, you know nothing about the
case, or what side you or I will take’

Without much inquiry into the matter, my father
believed himself to be a Tory. All his family so
regarded him. So, too, did all his friends and neigh-
bours. If he had rebuilt half Derby after a fire,
or supported half the people through a famine, the
Whigs would have refused him the freedom of the
borough, and to the end of his days he might have
had no more to do with Parliament than a cat or a
dog, a felon, or a woman. The fact was, my father
was zealous for all the old institutions of the country.

- Of his zeal for the Church none could doubt, for his
best friends and three of his sons were in its orders.
His library contained, in handsome bindings, all the
great divines of the Church of England, Jeremy
Taylor downwards, unless I am to except Tillotson,
whom some people regard as typical of the Church
of England, but whom I never saw anywhere till the
other day.

But my father was very strong against all monopo-
lies and abuses, not holding them to be covered by
the Tory creed. He regarded with indignation and
contempt any one who undertook an office, and re-
ceived its pay or other consideration, and then shirked
the duties. A man who did this he held to be no
better than a common rogue. In those days there
was just as much corruption, abuse, and neglect of
duty on one political side as on the other, for Whig
and Tory vied in the race of iniquity. Such a fact
pointed to something more than a moral reformation,
which, indeed, was impossible. It pointed to ‘ Reform’
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—that is, a radical change in the institutions them-
selves. This my father did not see. I did not see
it. To such changes I have always submitted as
necessities, but my nature shrinks from them, and
is still apt to revolt against them. The more the
pity, I must now say.

CHAPTER XXI.
THE LIBRARY.

FROM my earliest recollection we had a very good
library. I never thought about its formation, taking
it for granted that in every good house there must be
a good library. The books were many ; they were
on all subjects ; they were mostly in good large type,
and in well-bound octavos. As a child, I could reach
the topmost shelf by standing on a chair. There
were the standard historians, poets, discoverers, essay
writers, and novelists, besides magazines and reviews.
The ¢ Encyclopadia Britannica’ must have cost my
father thirty shillings a volume, and become at last
hardly worth a shilling. But divinity was the strong
point of the whole collection—that is, in my eyes,
and to my humble apprehension. There was Jeremy
Taylor, and Barrow, and South, and Beveridge, and
Porteus, and Paley, and Blair, besides many others
less known, or less used.

One divine I should never have missed, or thought
of, had I not been since reminded of him frequently.
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This was Tillotson. I cannot remember ever to have
seen a volume of his works in my life, till in 1883 I
saw his works in two folios offered for five shillings
on an old-book stall at Brighton. I cannot remember
ever to have heard anybody mention Tillotson, except
as a merely historical personage, filling a political
gap, and disappearing in three years. I never asso-
ciated his name with any opinion. - To all practical
purposes—that is, within my knowledge—he is a myth.
Strange to say, I find that in the last century, and
quite into this, there was a prevailing idea that the
Church of England was Tillotsonian; that he was
its recognised teacher and guide; and that Church
people, of the period, read Tillotson and the Bible,
the former more than the latter. In the Life of Mr.
Wilberforce it is stated that he thus described his
own mother’s religion—putting it, too, as the religion
of all ladies in good society, and averse to fanati-
cism. Macaulay rather countenances the belief, but
his eulogy of Tillotson’s style does not warrant the
expectation of its retaining its hold on the public ear.
He says the court ladies” went to hear a preacher
using the language they were accustomed to in draw-
ing-rooms. That would be the language of high
society, and the language of the day. It could hardly
be expected to keep its charm for a century in the
heart of a nation.

A good library, it has often been said, is a good
education. Young people can wander over it, brows-
ing here and browsing there, sipping honey from
this author and from that, and so picking up and
assimilating what they fancy, or what suits their own
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nature. The best planned course of education is sure
to leave out a good deal. Dead books may not be
so efficacious as living companionships, but the latter
may be indifferent of its kind, or wanting altogether.
A good library is an immense mitigation of that
solitude which is inevitable in a rural neighbourhood,
and not uncommon even in a town.

Ours was no casual library. It was not the result
of legacies and windfalls. My father had collected
it with a special view to the wants of a large family,
and as the family came on. He frequently warned
me to remember that if I lived long enough I should
find myself unable to read small print. But there
was always a great advantage in using the volume
you were accustomed to, and in which you knew
where to find the contents. So his advice to me was
to buy no book the print of which was not large
enough to be quite legible in all stages of my eye-
sight. I doubt whether any of us quite corresponded
to his expectations in our use of the library. Every
now and then there arose a demand for some new
book people were talking of, or something new any-
how. ¢Have you read all the books there are here
already ?’ he would say; adding sometimes that he
was sure the old books were better than the new.

Periodical literature, daily, weekly, monthly, or
quarterly, is a necessity of these times, and we have
to be up to it. But with all its gains, it has its losses.
Much in these days is read, if reading that can be
called, once and never again. It has passed out of
mind, and gone out of reach, or become so over-laid
that we know not where to find it. Indexes are

-
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becoming one of the great wants of the age. But even
with their aid nothing can supply the place of familiar
volumes which we have once read with attention, and
once installed in their proper place in our memory.

I must pronounce the library one of the weakest
points of this age. It matters little whether it be among
green fields, or in squares and esplanades; in the
rumble of waggons, or in the roll of carriages. Here
is a house full of children of all ages. Where is the
library? Perhaps there is no room at all that can
be so designated. There are handsomely bound
books in elegant cases, with plate-glass fronts prob-
ably, in the dining or the drawing-room. There are
large illustrated books with showy sides filling the
side tables in the drawing-room, and leaving not an
inch for the opening and reading of a book, or for
writing a short note, The nursery, or a back room,
may contain some shelves. They are occupied with
school-books, used long ago, perhaps, only at lesson-
time ; and birthday presents admired, glanced over,
and never opened again.

The parsonage *library ’ is often the smallest room,
the darkest, the coldest, and the dullest in the house.
The drawing-room has the pick of the aspect, and,
like the dog in the manger, shuts out sun and view
with a triple and sometimes quadruple array of
curtains, screens, and blinds. The dining-room some-
times sees the sun, but must be wholly devoted to
meals. The library is seldom anything but a den.
All sorts of things that must not be elsewhere gravi-
tate to that lumber-room. For such material odds
and ends it is a Cave of Adullam. Thackeray, after
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making one of his fathers read an enormous bill
for military accoutrements supplied to his son, sends
him to doze in his library surrounded by shooting-
jackets, guns, whips, fishing-tackle, and a row of old
boots and shoes. That must have been a particularly
airy, dry, and cheerful library, for in most country
houses the library is so damp that all these things
would spoil by moth, rust, or mould, in a twelve-
month.

-But the clergy in these days are very movable
personages. The better they are the more they move,
for everybody wants to have them. A good library
will count for a couple of ton in a removal, and 16/
is the bill. It seems more the nature of a good
library to remain where it is, and take root in the
soil. - So I would have a good public library in every
village in this country—a good, large, miscellaneous
collection of books, in a good, large, airy, well-lighted
and well-warmed room, under the care of some re-
spectable pauper with an addition to his or her out-
door allowance. I shall be told the books and the
room will be wasted, for the poor village folks won’t
understand them. For the matter of that a man
may have 10,000/ a year, and not be able to under-
stand a tenth part of the volumes in an ordinary
library ; but wherever I have been situated, I have
found several persons, quite villagers, old or young,
male or female, as well able to understand and fully
enjoy any English work in my own library as I could
myself pretend to be.

‘But how about the theological library you
had the run of in your boyhood?’ I seem to hear
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friends asking. Well, I did not make much use of
it. I did not like sermons. I looked at South now
and then, but it was for his humour, not always in
good taste. In our early days we were all expected
to form a circle every Sunday evening and hear a
sermon read. The room was not too large, for a
large family. Gas had been then newly introduced,
and people revelled in it as savages do in strong
drink. It blazed, and simmered, and smelt. The
room became close and hot. Before the fifth turning
over of the leaves I was seized with the fidgets.
What are fidgets? I have often asked, and often
attempted to answer the question. Are they the
first stage of mortal dissolution, the curdling of the
blood, and the gradually diminishing vitality? Are
they suppressed epilepsy? Is it the peculiar suffer-
ing grotesquely described as being nibbled to death
by ducks, or scraped to death with oyster-shells ?
Among all miseries that beset my early years, the
Sunday evening sermon and the Sunday evening
fidgets stand pre-eminent.

The kind reader must bear in mind that we had
already heard two sermons. I scarcely know how
it is, but Blair is the only name I can identify in the
distant haze. I afterwards came to read Blair, a few
pages at a time, as I should have read a paper in
the ¢ Spectator,” with positive pleasure, and with the
sensation of real improvement. But few sermons—
none, I fear—can stand the test of home delivery.
They require more passion, more ecstasy, more au-
thority than anybody can give to the sermon as he
sits in his chair at the dinner-table, unless he can
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sufficiently sacrifice himself. On the supposition that
the hearers have already done all the justice they can
to the serious aspect of religion, I think I should
recommend South’s humorous tone for Sunday even-
ing use. For it has to be borne in mind that a
sermon must be listened to, and must please, if it is
to do any good at all.

CHAPTER XXIL
CATHEDRALS AND CHAPTERS.

IF I am to judge by my own recollections, cathedrals
and chapters occupied a larger and livelier place in
the country mind in those days than now. They
might not be more respected or more admired, but
they were more in the nature of household words.
People cared more for them, and knew more about
them. This might be from very ordinary reasons.
A clerical career might be arduous, precarious, and
generally thankless; but there were then very few
careers at all. Of course there was money-making
in all its branches; but my father never cared for
simple money-making. He would any time rather
see his son a clergyman, living quietly and obscurely
on 300/. a year, than a merchant getting ten times as
much by speculations in hemp, hides, and tallow.
He followed very closely Fanshaw Middleton’s whole
career, and when he died my father and mother read
eagerly every word they saw about Heber’s move-
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ments. I remember that my mother was moved to
tears at the tidings of his sudden end.

Thus early impressed, my father talked with much
respect of bishops, deans, and canons, though in a
lower key of the minor canons. There were four at
Lincoln that I used to hear spoken of, and they
all had nicknames derived from some peculiarity or
failing. My father’s schoolmaster at Kirton was one
of them. Whenever he met my father he returned to
the same regret, ‘ What a pity you were taken away
just as you promised to be the best scholar in my
school!” But though my father had a good ear for
English prose, a very few scraps of Latinity, or rather
of dog-Latin, were all that remained of Canon Grey’s
work in my time.

To the end of his life my father was always
for keeping up and reviving old acquaintances. It
was after a long interval that he sought out his poor
old Kirton master, and found him a sadly dilapidated,
hardly respectable, old man. I believe he knew what
to expect, but perhaps hoped it might not be so bad.
Very straitened, and, I should conclude, very friend-
less, the poor old man tried to recall the memory of
brighter days and the gaiety of youth with the only
means, as he supposed, in his power, and it would
be always with a deeper plunge into the darkness
that comes after the momentary flash.

When the castes, classes, cliques, and coteries of
England come to be described, minor canons will
have a place in the survey, for they really are a very
meritorious, very curious, very ill-appreciated and
ill-requited race. They do immense work, on the
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lowest pay, and with slight social recognition. They
have special faculties and professional skill, and these
are great helps towards sense and goodness. They
are generally conversable in lines of their own. But
they are asked to parties, not to converse, but to sing,
like any other music-master. Every real dignitary
feels raised a step higher in the scale of creation at
the sight or the mention of a minor canon,

Through the entire stratum of minor canonry
there runs a vein of humour, cheering many a private

circle, and occasionally breaking out in some new and

original fashion. It is true that minor canons have
and take advantages. They are not obliged to be
always on stilts. They may indulge in a variety of
topics and a freedom of speech denied to canons
residentiary. They seem to have a happy time of it,
and, as far as I can judge, to be more content with
their condition than any other class. Minor canonry
indeed must be its own reward, so little other recom-
pense has it.

The Sub-dean of Lincoln I used early to regard
as a reality, indeed quite an important personage.
What he did, and why there should be a sub-dean, it
never occurred to me to ask—indeed, in those days
deans and chapters were altogether out of the reach
of enquiry. There they were, and had been for a
thousand years and more. In later years I have been
made aware that a sub-dean is generally but a nominal,
shadowy, indistinct being, with nothing to do, and
nothing to receive but the honour of appearing in
any complete roll of the chapter, and in its proces-
sions, My Oriel friend Daniel Eyre, having been
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born in the shadow of Salisbury Cathedral, having
lived there all his days, and attended the services
more than any other living being, was at last made
sub-dean. This must have been late in life, and when
he was painfully deaf.

When I was Rector of Cholderton I chanced to
investigate the contents of a jar on a cottage mantel-
piece. Among trifles of no value there was an antique
bronze seal of the usual shape. The device was a
monk below a firmament praying to St. Peter above
it. The legend was ¢ Sigillum Subdecani Cicestriz.’
The seal had been turned up by a labourer while
scouring a ditch between Cholderton and Newton
Tony. I found there certainly was a person called
the Sub-dean of Chichester, but I was persuaded to
postpone restitution till at least I could make it in
person. I felt that as the ‘sub-dean’ no longer said
prayers to St. Peter he might have no more right to
the seal than myself. Several years afterwards I
chanced to meet at dinner some officials of the British
Museum, and had the imprudence to let out my find.
They were down upon me at once. It was wanted to
complete a series. I sent it next day, and had a very
handsomely engraved letter of thanks. The seal is
there in one of the glazed cases, with my name wrong
spelt, In this matter veniam petimusque damusque
vicissim. My old friend John Bathurst Deane took
an impression of the seal to a meeting of antiquaries
at Chichester, and greatly exercised the ‘sub-dean,’
who wrote to me with tender enquiries. I had to
inform him of his now irrepatable loss.

Being at Oxford not long after Burgon’s appoint-
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ment to the Deanery of Chichester, I called on him to
offer my congratulations, and naturally mentioned
the seal, and asked rather a futile question—whether
I ought not to have sent it to the sub-dean. At the
mention of ‘sub-dean’ he became instantly several
inches taller, his eyes glared like black diamonds, and
his voice rang through and through me. ¢Sub-dean!
There is no sub-dean. There’s nobody with a right
“to take my place when I am away.’ ¢But, said I,
rather weakly, ‘is there not a parish of Chichester
called the sub-deanery?’ ‘Yes,’ he answered, ‘and
the man is called sub-dean, but he has no place in the
Chapter” ¢Well,’ I continued, descending to a still
lower depth of humility, ‘ what ought I to have done
with the seal?’ ‘You ought to have sent it to the
Dean, and he would have put it among the other
curiosities collected by the Dean and Chapter.’

I know not how or when Sub-dean Bayley,
afterwards Archdeacon of Stow, became one of my
father’s friends and correspondents. He was a friend
of Mr. Wayland, of whom hereafter, and he promised
to find him preferment in the city of Lincoln; but
that promise he thought better of. It was he who
advised my father to send James to Grantham School,
and one of my sisters to Miss Sheppard, the daughter
of the clergyman who died while investigating the
originals of our Prayer Book, and whose work, such
as it was, she published by subscription. I used to
hear of Sub-dean Bayley as a scholar, a man of the
world, and a wit; and, what was more, the friend
and associate of a small-band of eminent churchmen
anxious to raise the Church out of the mire and clay.
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His first archidiaconal Charge, delivered in 1826,
lies before me, and I have perused it, as I have often
before, with fresh instruction and amusement. It
represents one of the oldest and most universal tradi-
tions of the Church, particularly of all ecclesiastical
establishments, as the refuge of humour and plea-
santry, and of the wit that cheers rather than exas-
perates. As this might give too light an idea of the
Charge, I must add that the smile comes only here .
and there, and in the notes chiefly. Archdeacons
Goddard, Bonney, and Blomfield had just done the
hard work of the office. From the present Charge I
learn, or at least am reminded, that archdeacons had
formerly to inquire into the morals and manners of
the ‘Religious, and of the parishioners at large.
They had to ascertain whether there were any rec-
tors, or vicars, or parish priests, enormiter illiterati.
They had to set the clergy, by way of tasks, passages
of Scripture to learn by heart, which they were to say
at the next visitation. They were to regulate the
dress of .the clergy, and enforce the tonsure. The
clerks that wore long hair were to be clipped by
the. archdeacon’s own hands, even against their will.
The archdeacon was to see that the clergy did not
appear ‘parti-coloured,’ or in red, green, or striped
hose, or in long-toed shoes, or in embroidered night-
caps, or with golden spurs or gilt accoutrements, and
that they did not make up their figures with shouldet-
pads, or other supplementary devices. They were to
examine the clergy as to the way in which they
spent their time, and what, or how much, they ate
and drank.

VQL. I K
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All this, indeed, is now antiquated; so, too,
happily, is a good deal that Archdeacon Bayley, in
this Charge, described as still present and widely
prevalent : the neglected condition of our churches,
the broken or d